THOSE WITHOUT SHADOWS 


Told in the third person, this is a vivid picture 
of a group of Parisiars, artistic and intellectual. 
Variougsyoung people, completely absorbed in 
themselves, demanding an emotional raison 
d’être and yetalldrifting, meet at the ‘evenings’ 

given by Alain and Fanny Maligrasee, é an older 
couple. Cleverly and caustically°"Mlle. Sagan 
works on the twin themes of attraction and 
disentanglement, and the comedy is played 
with such intensity that the older couple are 
themselves enveloped. The people move with- 
out shadows, uncertain of what they want from 
life. The book is a brilliant analysis of m8dern 
character portraying the paradox of aimless- 
mess and apparent longing for stability. It is 
not so much what the characters do but their 
effect on each other that makes this an 
absorbing book. 


These deeds must not be thought 
after these ways; so, it will make 
us mad. MACEETF., Act II, Sc. I 
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ERNARD entered the café, hesitated a 
moment under the enquiring glances of the 

few | customers seated beneath” the dis- 
figuring neon lights, and hastened towards the 
cashier. He always liked cashiers, buxom, respect- 
able women, following their own thoughts, inter- 
rupted only by the clink of money and the striking 
of matches. Unsmiling, and with a look of bore- 
dom, she handed him a coin. It was nearfy four in 
the morning. The telephone box was dirty, the 
receiver damp. He dialled Josée’s number. He had 
been walking across Paris all night so as to tire 
himself sufficiently to telephone to her without 
emotion. Anyhow, there was not much sense 
in ringing up a girl at such an hour. Naturally 
she would not refer to his bad manners, but the 
act itself was suggestive of an ‘enfant terrible’; 
and he despised it. He was not in love with Josée, 
but he wanted to know what she was doing, and 
all day long had been obsessed by this thought. 
The telephone rang and a man’s sleepy voice said 

e 
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“hallo”, then almost at once Josée asked: ““Who’s 
there?”’ ; 

Bernard did not ‘move, petrified with fear in 
case she should guess wh¢ it was, and afraid of 
being suspected of spying on her. It was an awful 
moment. He hung up the receiver and lit a 
cigarette. Soon he was walking awong the quayside 
swearing to himself. At the same time an inner 
voice tolé-him that Josée had no obligation’ to- ‘ 
wards him; she was rich and free and he was 
not even her recognised lover. But he already 
realised that the torment which had driven him 
towards the telephone would continuc to be his 
strongest feeling for some time to come. He had 
acted the’ young man of the world, talked about 
life and books in a detached manner and spent 
a night with her, and it had to be admitted 
Josée’s was the kind of flat that made this easy. 

Now he was going home to find his bad novel 
lying in disorder on his desk, and his wife in 
bed asleep. She was always asleep at that hour, 
her fair, childish face turned towards the door 
as if she feared he would never come back, await- 
ing him anxiously in her sleep as she had done 
all day. 


The young man put down the receiver, and 
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Joséé controlled the anger she had felt when she 
saw him take at up and answer as if be wêre in 
his own home. 

“I don’t know who jt was,” he said sulkily, “he 
rang off.”’ 

“Why do you say" ‘ha "2? asked Josée. 

“It is always a man” who telephones to a 
. woman in “the middle of the night and then rings 

off, * said the young man, yawning. 

*She looked at him with curiesity, wondering 
why she had allowed him to bring her back after 
dinner at Alain’s and come up with her after- 
wards. He was quite good-looking, but vulgar 
and uninteresting. Far less intelligent than 
Bernard, and in a way less attractive. He sat 
on the bed and reached for his watch. 

“Four o'clock,’ he said, ‘‘what a horrible 
hour!”’ 

“Why do you say that?” 

He did not reply, but turned and looked at her 
fixedly over his shoulder. She returned his look 
and began to pull the sheet up to cover herself. 
She knew what he was thinking. He had taken 
her home, crudely made love and then fallen 
asleep beside her. Now he looked calmly at her. 
He hardly cared what she was and what she 
thought of him. She belonged to him at this 
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moment and felt neither irritation nor anger at 
his assurance, but only a deep huntility. 

He raised his eyesfto her face and ordered her 
to put down the sheet. Sha did so while he stared 
at her with deliberation. She felt ashamed and 
could neither move, nor-find the flippant phrase 
that, as she turned over, she would have used to 
Bernard, or anyone else. In any case he would pot 
have undtsstood or laughed. She knew that‘ he 
had a fixed idea of her which he would never 
change. Her heart was beating fast. She thought, 
with a feeling of triumph: ‘I am lost.’ The young 
man leant towards her, a mysterious smile on his 
lips. She watched him approach without blinking. 

“We mhay as well make some use of that 
telephone call,’’ he said as he fell upon her. She 
closed her eyes. 

‘I shall never be able to take this lightly again,’ 
she thought, ‘it will never again be something 
easy, nocturnal; it will always be bound up with 
that look of his.’ 


* x xk 
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*‘Can’t you sleep?” 

Fanny Maligrasse groaned: 

“It’s my asthma. Alain, do be kind, and fetch 
me a cup of tea.” 

Alain Maligrasse slowly got out of bed and 
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carefully put on his dressing-gown. Fanny and 
Alain had beeft very happy together for many 
years, until the war. After fgur years’ separation 
they had found each ether very much changed 
when they came together again in their fifties. 
Almost unconsciously they had adopted a touching 
modesty. Eagh tried to hide from the other the 
changes of “the passing years. At the game time 
“they had both developed a great liking? for the 
young. People said sympathetically about the 
Maligrasses, that they loved to be surrounded by 
youth, and for once what they said was true. 
They loved young people, not just as a distraction, 
' but because they found them more interesting 
than their own contemporaries. The freshness 
of youth appealed to them and they took every 
opportunity of strengthening these friendships. 

As Alain put the tray on his wife’s bed, he 
looked at her with compassion. Her small, thin, 
dark face was tense with insomnia, only her eyes 
remained unchanged in their beauty, a touching 
blue-grey, brilliant and vivacious. 

“It was a successful evening, don’t you think 
so?” she said, taking the cup. 

Alain looked at her rather wrinkled throat as 
she drank her tea, but his mind was elsewhere. He 
made an effort to reply: 
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“I can’t understand why Bernard always 
comes without his wife,” he said. “‘Although one 
must admit that Jose is very attractive.” 

“So is Béatrice,” said Fanny, laughing. 

Alain began to laugh too. His admiration for 
Béatrice was a source of aniusement between his 
wife and himself. But she coutd ngt know how 
painful this joke had become for him. Every. 
week, afier. their Monday reception, as they° 
jokingly referred to it, he went to bed shivering, 
Béatrice was beautiful and impetuous; when he 
thought of her, these two qualifications forced 
themselves upon his mind and he could repeat 
them to himself indefinitely. ‘‘Beautiful and 
impetuotis.”” Béatrice concealing her dark, tragic 
face when she laughed, as laughing did not 
become her; Béatrice talking angrily about her 
profession because she had not yet had any 
success; Béatrice being rather silly, as Fanny 
would say. Silly, yes, she was rather silly, but 
always with a lyrical note. 

Alain had been working in a publishing house 
for twenty years. He was badly paid, cultured and 
very fond of his wife. How had it happened that 
their joke about Béatrice had become the enor- 
mous, weight he had to lift every morning 
when he got up? The weight he dragged about 
6 


with him every day until Monday came round? 
For on Mondays Béatrice always came to their 
‘evenings’, and he played thg rôle of an intellec- 
tual and charming middle-aged man, witty and 
absent-minded. He was jn love With Béatrice. 

“Béatrice hopes to Rave a small part in X’s new 
play,” said Fanny. Were there enough sand- 
-wiches?”’ The Maligrasses were hard put to it to 

‘continue entertaining their friends. Ji fashion 
of offering Whisky at parties had been a catastrophe 
for them. 

“I believe so,” answered Alain. He was sitting 
on the edge of the bed, his hands dangling be- 
tween his thin knees. Fanny watched him with 
tenderness and pity. » 

“Your little cousin from Normandy arrives 
tomorrow,” she said. “‘I hope he has a pure heart 
and noble soul, and that Josée will fall in love 
with him.” 

“Josée never falls in love with anyone. Shall 
we try to get some sleep?” 

He took the tray from his wife’s knees, kissed 
her forehead and cheek and lay down. He felt cold 
in spite of the radiator. He was an old man and 
he was cold. And all the literature in the world 
could not help him. 


“Dans un mois, dans un an, comment souf- 


*frirons-nous, : 
Seigneur, que tant de mers me separent de 
vous 


« 
Que le jour recommence et que le jour finisse 


Sans que jamais Titus puisse voir Bérénice.” 


Béatrice steod in her dressing-goWr. gazing at 
herself in -front of the mirror. The verses ,fell 
from her lips like stone flowers. ‘Where did I read 
that?’ she thought, and she felt infinitely sad. At 
the same time she was angry. For the past five 
years she had been reciting Bérénice, first for her 
ex-husband, and lately for her mirror. She wished 
she were in front of the dark foaming sea of a 
thestre ‘auditorium, even if there had been 
nothing more for her to say than: “Dinner is 
served, Madame.”’ i 

“Pd do anything for that,” she confided to her 
reflection, and her reflection smiled at her. 


x * x 


As for the cousin from Normandy, young 
Edouard Maligrasse; at that moment he was 
getting into the train which was to take him to 
the capital. 
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ERNARD rose fromehis chair for the tenth 
time tþat morning, went over to the win- 
dow and leant against it. He. could not 
“bear it any more. Writing humiliated hii. What 
he wrote humiliated him. As he réad through his 
last pages he had a feeling of utter futility. The 
words contained nothing that he wished to say, 
none of the essential truths that he sometimes 
- thought he perceived. Bernard earned his living 
by writing for newspapers and magazines, and 
was a reader in the firm where Alain worked. He 
had published a novel three years earlier which 
was said by the critics to possess a ‘certain psycho- 
logical quality’. He had two desires: to write a 
good novel and, more recently, to possess Josée. 
But the right words continued to elude him, and 
Josée had disappeared, carried away by one of 
those sudden infatuations for a country or for a 
young man (one could never tell which), that her 
father’s fortune and her charm permitted her to 
indulge in on the spur of the moment. 
“What’s the matter?” 


Nicole was standing behind him. He had 
askéd her not to disturb him ai work, but she 
could not resist coming into his study with the 
excuse that she only saw him in the mornings. 
He would not admit it, but he was aware.that she 
could not live without kim. After three years she 
loved him more every day, and this, he felt, was 
almost repulsive, for she no longer attracted him, 
He lixéd‘to remember the picture of hiraself 
when they hac been in love, the decision he had 
shown in marrying her, for since that time he 
had never been able to make any decision at 
all. 

“I’m afraid it’s not going very well. After such 
a bad start there seems little hope.” 

“Oh, I’m sure you’re mistaken.” 

Her tender optimism annoyed him more than 
anything. If Josée or Alain had said the same 
thing, it might have given him some comfort. 
But Josée admitted that she knew nothing about 
writing, and Alain, though he was encouraging, 
put on a show of modesty. ‘“The essential thing 
is what one discovers afterwards,” he would say. 
What did he mean? Bernard pretended to under- 
stand, but all that jargon annoyed him. “Writing 
is Just having a sheet of paper, a pen, and not the 
shadow of an idea what you’re going to say,” said 
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Fanny. He liked’ Fanny very much. He liked 
them all. He loved nobody. Josée irritated him. 
He needed her, that was all; and it made him feel 
suicidal. 


‘ Nicole was still there. She was tidying the 
roofn; she spent har time tidying up the small flat 
where he left her alone all day. She new neither 
Paris nor literature; both aroused her ar. sation 
an@ her fe@r. Her only clue might have been 
Bernard, who eluded her. He was more intelligent 
than she was, and more attractive. People ran 
after him. At the moment she could not have 
children. She only knew Rouen and her father’s 
chemist’s shop. One day Bernard had tgld her 
this, and afterwards begged her to forgive Mh. 
At such times he was as weak as a child, almost 
in tears. But she preferred these sudden attacks 
of cruelty to the continuous cruelty of his leaving 
her after lunch every day with an absent- 
minded kiss, and only coming back late at night. 
Bernard and his worries had always been a 
heaven-sent gift to her. But marriage does not 
consist only of such gifts. He looked at her, she 
was rather pretty and rather sad. 
‘Would you like to come to the Maligrasses’ 
with me this evening?” he asked kindly. 
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“I would like to very much,” she said. 

Suddenly she looked happy, and Bernard felt 
remorseful, but his remorse was so old and worn 
out that it never lasted long. He risked nothing 
by taking her. Josée would not be there. She 
would have ignored him if he had come with his 
wife, or she would only nave talked to Nicole. 
She had a way of pretending to be kind which she 
knewenvas sometimes useful. 

“Pll come «nd fetch you about nine o ‘clock, 
he said. ‘‘What are you doing today?” Then he 
added quickly, as he knew she had nothing to 
answer: ‘““Try to read this manuscript for me, 
will you? I shall never find the time.” He knew . 
very well that it was useless. Nicole had so much 
réSpect for the written word, such admiration for 
the work of others, however inept, that she was 
incapable of any critical judgement. Yet she 
would feel obliged to read it, hoping perhaps to be 
of some use to him. ‘She’d like to be indispens- 
able,’ he thought angrily as he went down the 
stairs, ‘what fools women are!’ When he reached 
the entrance he saw his angry expression in the 
mirror and felt ashamed. It was all a ghastly 
muddle. 

On his arrival at the office he found Alain very 
excited: 
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“Béatrice has just te'epaoned: She asked you 
to ring her back “at once.’ 

Just after the war Bernard had had a rather 
tempestuous affair with Beatrice. Now there was 
a condeseending kindness in his attitude towards 
her which obviously dfscencerted Alain. 

“Bernard?” (Béatrice was using the solemn 
voice reserved for important occasion®. < Perard, 
to yôu know X? Don’t you publish his play” 

- * know him slightly,” said Berhard. 

“Fanny heard him mention my name in con- 
nection with his new play. I simply must meet him 
and talk to him. Do this for me, please, Bernard.”’ 

There was something in her voice that re- 
minded Bernard of the best days of thew ey 
after the war, when they had both left a comfort- 
able home and come together, neither of them 
knowing where their next meal would come 
from. Béatrice had once persuaded the owner of 
a bar, well-known for his meanness, to lend them 
a thousand francs just with that voice of hers. 
Such power of personality was probably rare now- 
adays. 

“Pl arrange it. I will ring you up this 
evening.” : 

“At five o’clock,” said Béatrice firmly. ‘“‘Ber- 
nard, I love you, I’ve always loved you.” 

T.W.S.—2 15 


‘Two years,” said Bernard, laughing. 


Still laughing, he turned to Alain and saw his 
expression. He looked away at once. Béatrice’s 
voice could be heard all over the room. 

‘‘Good. In any case I shall see you this evening 
at Alain’s?”’ 

‘Yes, of course.”’ 

“He is béside me, do you want to talk to him?” 
said bernard. (He did not know why he asked 
the question.) 

“No, I have no time. Give him my love.” 

Maligrasse’s hand was already reaching to- 
wards the receiver. Bernard who had his back to 
him could only see the well-kept hand with its: 
swoller veins. 

MYREN tell him,” he said. “‘Goodbye.”’ 

The hand fell. Bernard waited a moment 
before turning round. 

“She sends you her love,” he said at last. ‘She 
has someone waiting for her.”’ 


Bernard felt very unhappy. 
x * x 


Josée pulled up her car in front of the Mali- 
grasses’ house in the rue de Tournon. The lamp- 
light gleamed on the dusty hood and the mos- 
quitoes stuck to the windscreen. 
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“I’m definitely not going with you,” said 
Jacques, “ʻI should not know what to say to them. 
I shall work instead.”’ 

Josée felt both relieved and disappointed. The 
past week with him in the coufitry had been 
rather overwhelming. #e¢ was either stubbornly 
sileħht or extreny¥"neisy. Both these moods had 
ended by ffightening as much as thgy attracted 
her. ° wmo 

- “When I’ve done some work, Iùl drop in and 
see you,” said the young man. “Try not to be 
back too late.” 

“I don’t know whether I shall come back at 
. all,’ said Josée crossly. 

“Very well then, just tell me,” he answered. 
“It’s not worth my coming for nothing. I hvert” 
got a car.” 

She did not know what he was thinking. She 
put her hand on his shoulder: 

“Jacques,” she said. 

He looked at her calmly. She stroked his face 
and he frowned: 

“Do you like me?” he said with a slight laugh. 

‘It’s funny, he must think I can’t do without 
him, or something of that sort. Jacques F., 
medical student, my hero. It is really quite, 
amusing. It’s not even a question of physical 
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attraction. I don’t know if it is the reflection of 
myself in him that I like, or the absence of that 
reflection, or just him himself. But he is not 
interesting, he is probably not even cruel. He just 
exists, that is tne word for it.’ 

“I quite like you,’ ’ she said seriously: “but, so 
far, ìt is not a great passion,” 

‘“‘Great pession exists.’ 

‘EXzavéns!’ thought Josée, ‘he must be in jova 
with some (¢thereal, fair-haired ‘young irl. 
Could I be jealous of her?’ 

‘‘Have you ever felt a great passion for any- 
one?” she asked. 

“No, but a friend of mine has.” l 

She ,burst out laughing, he looked at her. 
Worfdering whether he ought to be angry, then 
laughed too. His laughter was not gay, but 
raucous, almost angry. 


Béatrice made a triumphal entry at the 
Maligrasses’ and even Fanny was struck by her 
beauty. Nothing suits certain women better than 
ambition. Love makes them ugly. Alain Mali- 
grasse rushed to meet her and kissed her hand. 

“Is Bernard here?” she asked. 

She looked for him among the dozen or so 
people who had already arrived, and would have 
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trampled Alain under foot to get to Bernard. 
Alain moved afgide, his face devastated by-the 
sudden disappointment. Bernard was sitting on a 
sofa near his wife and an unknown young man. 
In spite of her haste, Béatrice retognised Nicole 
and was seized with pityefor her. She was sitting 
upright, her har. orf her knees and a timid smile 
on her fate. ‘I must teach her Igow to live,’ 
thought Béatrice with a feeling se fook"te be 
kiftdness. 

“Bernard,” she said, “‘you are really an awful 
person. Why didn’t you ring me up at five 
o’clock? I ’phoned you a dozen times at the office. 
. How do you do, Nicole.” 

“I went to see X,” said Bernard triumphantly. 
“We are ia three meeting for a drink at six 
tomorrow.’ 

Béatrice let herself drop on to the sofa, brushing 
against the unknown young man. She apologised. 
Fanny came up to them: 

“Béatrice, I don’t think you know Alain’s 
cousin, Edouard Maligrasse?”’ 

She noticed him and smiled. He had something 
Irresistible about him, an air of youth and sur- 
prising goodness. He looked at her with such 
astonishment that she began to laugh and- 
Bernard joined in. 
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“What’s the matter? Is my hair untidy, or 
do I look mad?”’ ‘ 

Béatrice liked people to think her mad. But now 
she was well aware that jhe young man thought 
her beautiful. ' 

“You don’t look at a mad, ” he said. “Pmi 
sorry if you imagined . ue ` 

He seemed so discon oad that ‘she turned 
awatin embrrassment. Bernard looked at*her; 
smiling. The “young man got up nd walked 
rather uncertainly towards the table in the 
dining-room. 

“He’s crazy about you,” said Bernard. 

“Listen, it is you who are crazy. I’ve only just . 
arrived,” But she was already prepared to believe 
‘it She liked to think that people were crazy 
about her, although it did not make her feel 
particularly proud. 

“It i$ supposed only to happen in novels, but 
he’s a romantic young man,” said Bernard, “he 
has just come from the provinces to live in Paris, 
he has never been in love and admits it despair- 
ingly. But the cause of his despair will soon 
change. Our beautiful Béatrice is going to make 
him suffer.” 

“Pd rather you talked to me about X,” said 
Béatrice. “Is he a homosexual?” 
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“Béatrice, you really want to know too much,” 
said Bernard. 

“It isn’t that,” said Béatrice, ‘“‘but I don’t get 
on with homosexuals. They bore me. I only like 
normal people.”’ 

‘“‘L.don’t know any Homosexuals,” said Nicole. 

That doesny. Satter,” said Bernard, “in any 

case there“are three here. . . .” 
° Būt he stopped suddenly. Josée nA just ai#ved. 
She was lafehing with Alain in tle doorway and 
at the same time glancing into the room. She 
looked tired and had a black smudge on her cheek. 
She did not sce him. Bernard felt a dull pain. 

“Josée, where have you been?’ exclaimed 
Béatrice. Josée turned, saw them and | came 
across the room almost without smiling: Sne 
looked exhausted and happy. At twenty-five, she 
still had an air of adolescence which made her 
resemble Bernard. 

He got up. 

“I don’t think you know my wife,” he said, 
‘Josée Saint-Gilles.” Josée smiled without blink- 
ing. She kissed Béatrice and sat down. Bernard 
stood in front of them. His one thought was 
‘If only she had no money! Where has she come 
from? What has she been doing for the past ten. 
days?” 
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“ve been to the country for ten days,” she 
said, ‘“‘the leaves are all russet-coloured.”’ 

‘You look tired,” said Bernard. 

“I would like to go to the country,’’ said 
Nicole. She lobked at Josée with sympathy, she 
was the first person wha.Kad not intimidated, her. 
Josée was only frightening” wrc one knew ‘her 
well, then her amiability became deadly. 

‘490 you Ke the country?” said Josée. 

“There we gv,’ thought Bernard fufiously, ‘tow 
she’s going to take an interest in Nicole and talk 
to her. Do you like the country? Poor Nicole, she 
already sees herself as her friend.’ He went over 
to the bar, making up his mind to get drunk. 

Nicole’s eyes followed him. Josée saw the look 

“with”a mixture of irritation and pity. She had 
taken a certain interest in Bernard, but he had 
soon proved to be too like herself, too unstable, 
for her’to become attached to him. And evidently 
he had felt the same. She tried to answer Nicole, 
but felt bored. She was tired of all these people, 
who appeared to her lifeless. Her holiday had 
lasted a long time, she seemed to have returned 
from an endless journey to an unreal country. 

**, . . and as I don’t know anyone who has a 
car,’’ Nicole was saying, “I can never go for a 
walk in the woods.” She stopped and added sud- 
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denly: “Nor anyone who hasn’t a car either.” The 
bitterness in her words struck Josée. 
“Are you lonely?” she asked. 
But Nicole was already frightened of having 
said too much: 
“No, no, I didn’t meås it, and besides, I like the 
Maligrasses.”’ p 
. Josée Wesitated for a moment. Three years 
*befdre, she would have questiones her, tred to. 
heip, but ske was tired. Tired of Kerself and her 
life. What did that crude young man Jacques or 
this drawing-room really mean to her? She already 
knew she must not seek the answer to these 
. questions, as there was no answer. 

“If you like, the next time I go for a drive, PI 
come and fetch you,” she said to Nicole. | 

Bernard had achieved his wish: he was slightly 
drunk, and therefore found young Maligrasse’s 
conversation delightful, although at any other 
time it would have annoyed him. 

“You say she’s called Béatrice? She is on the 
stage? Where? Pll go tomorrow. You see, it’s 
most important for me to get to know her well. 
I’ve written a play and I think she would be just 
right for the heroine.” 

Edouard Maligrasse spoke with enthusiasm. 
Bernard began to laugh: “You haven’t written 
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any play. You’re simply falling in love with 
Béatrice. You are going to suffer, my friend. 
Béatrice is sweet, but she’s all ambition.”’ 

“Bernard, don’t talk disparagingly of Béatrice. 
She adores you'this evening,”’ interrupted Fanny. 
“And besides I want yowto hear that young man 
play.” 

She indicated a young man who`was going 
tewards the ptano. Bernard went to sit at Josée’s 
feet. He felt tremendously free ‘cand lignt- 
hearted. 

“My dear Josée,” he would say, “it’s a great 
nuisance, but I am in love with you,” and it 
would probably be true. He suddenly remembered 
the way she had put her arms round his neck the 
first time he had kissed her, in the library at her 
flat, the way she had nestled against him, and how 
the blood had rushed to his heart. Surely she must 
love hifn! 

The pianist was playing music that seemed to 
him tender and lovely, with a certain phrase that 
was always being repeated, like music with a 
bowed head. Bernard suddenly understood what 
he must write, and how he must develop his 
theme; that phrase was the Josée in every man’s 
Imagination, his youth and melancholy desires. 
‘Ah! he thought exaltedly, ‘that is the little 
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phrase! Ah! Proust! But that is Proust, and after 
all what have I to do with him?’ He took Josée’s 
hand, but she drew it away. Nicole lookqd at him 
and he smiled because he was fond of her. 


Edouard Mali,.24ss® was a young man with a 
pure heart. He did not confuse vanity with love; 
he Had no other ambition than ta, have a great_ 
- pasion. Fram the emptiness of life in Caen he 
arrived in Paris like an unarmed conqueror, with 
no particular wish to succeed, to have a sports car, 
or to impress anyone. His father had found hima 
. modest position in an insurance agency which he 
had enjoyed very much for a week. He liked 
omnibuses, café counters, and the smiles women 
gave him; for there was something very charming 
about him: it was not merely his innocence, but a 
certain ardour. 

Béatrice inspired in him an immediate passion, 
and above all a violent desire, which the wife of 
the lawyer in Caen, his former mistress, had 
never done. She had entered the Maligrasses’ 
drawing-room enhanced by the glamour of a 
free and easy manner, elegance, the theatre, and 
heightened by ambitiun, a quality that he ad- 
mired though he did not understand it. But a day 
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would come when Béatrice would say to him as 
her head fell back before his entbrace: ‘“‘You are 
more imjportant to me than my career,” and he 
would bury his face in her black hair, would kiss 
that tragic mask, would’ force her to keep silent. 
He was telling himself-&ll this as he drawk his 
lemonade while the young marslayed the piano. 
He liked Bernard, he saw in him that*mixture of 
iny arid Sagerness so suited to a Parisian 
journalist, which Balzac had describeé. è, 

He rushed forward to escort Béatrice home, but 
she had a small car lent her by a friend, and she 
offered to drop him. 

“I could go with you and then walk back,” he 
said. 

But she insisted that it was unnecessary. So she 
left him at the corner of Boulevard Haussmann 
and the rue Tronchet, not far from his room. He 
looked so forlorn that she put her hand up to his 
cheek and said ‘‘Goodbye, you goat,” for it 
amused her to find animal resemblances in people. 
Moreover this goat seemed about to go quietly into 
the pen,*which at this moment was by chance 
empty of admirers. He was really quite good- 
looking she thought. And there he still stood, as 
if bewitched by the hand that she had put out of 
the door. He was panting a little like an animal at 
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bay, and she fel? a moment of emotion which 
made her give him her telephone numb r sooner 
than she usually did. From then on the epee 
‘Elysées’ became the symbol of life and progress 
for Edouard. He walked ‘across Paris with winged 
feet l&e all young people in love. Meanwhile 
Béatrice recited Bhé&re in front of her mirror. 
It was véry good practice. Above all success 
tlemanded discipline and hard work, no one knew 
~that better #han she. 
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those whom Josée fof nearly a month*hnad 
secretly called ‘the others’, was a failure. 
Nhe had kept him from them because she knew 
they would not accept him. This often made her. 
feel tempted to break away from them. The bond 
between Josée and ‘the others’ was based on good 
taste, a certain esteem and on manners, which 
Jacques did not possess. Fanny was the only one 
who might perhaps understand and it was with 
her that Josée began her tour of introductions. 
She had gone to tea with Fanny at the rue 
de.Tournon; Jacques was to come and fetch her. 
He had told her that his presence at the Mali- 
grasses’ the evening they met had come about by 
chance: he had been taken there by one of 
Béatrice’s admirers. “And you might quite easily 
have missed me because I was bored stiff and just 
leaving,” he told her. She had not asked him why 
he did not say “I might have missed you,” or 
“We might have missed each other.” He always 
spoke of his relations with other people as an 
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accident that had happened to them, without 
specifying whether it was an unfortunate one. 
Josée ended by thinking it was not, that! he him- 
self was obviously the accident and that she was 
already getting tired oF it. However, neither 
annoy sce nor her boredom was strong enough 
as yet to outweigh hér curiosity about him. 

- Fanny was alone at home reading a new novel. 
She read all the new novels but never quoted any 
‘thing but Plaubert or Rousseau, knowing that 
with them she would never fail to be striking. 
She and Josée were fond of each other, although 
at times they had misunderstandings. There was 
a mutual deep-seated confidence between them 
which perhaps neither felt towards anyone else. 
They talked first about Edouard’s mad passion for 
Béatrice and of the part Béatrice had obtained in 
X’s play. 

“‘She’ll act better in X’s play than she will to- 
wards poor Edouard,” said Fanny. 

Fanny was tiny, her hair was beautifully done 
and her movements graceful. The mauve sofa 
and her English furniture formed a good back- 
ground for her. 

‘You and your flat suit each other, Fanny; and 
I think that’s rare.” 

“Who decorated yours?” svenquired Fanny. 
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“Oh, yes, it was Levégue, of oe It has turned 
out well, hasn’t it?” 

“I dou’t know,” said Josée. “People tell me so. 
I don’t really think it suits me, besides I never 
have the feeling that my surroundings suit me, 
but sometimes people do.” m 

She thought of J acques and blushed. Fanny 
looked at her. 

w “You're blushing. I think you have too mucli 
money, Josée. What about your lectures at the- 
Ecole du Louvre? And how are your parents?” 

“You know that the Ecole du Louvre means 
nothing ‘to me. My parents are still in North 
Africa. They just send me cheques. I am still 
absolutely useless in the world. I don’t really care, 
but...’ She hesitated: “I want desperately to 
do something that I would enjoy passionately. 
What a lot of passion in one sentence!”’ 

She stopped and said quickly: 

“And you?” 

«p? 

Fanny Maligrasse opened her eyes wide with an 
amused took. 

“Yes, you’re always the one who listens. Let’s 
change réles. Am I being indiscreet?”’ 

‘“‘No,” said Fanny, laughing, “but I have 
Alain.” 
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Josée raised her eyebrows; there was a silence 
while they lookéd at each other as if thpy were 
the same age. 

“Is it as obvious as all that?’ asked Fanny. 

There was something in her voice which 
touche44 Josée and embarrassed her. Fanny got up 
and ‘began to walle about the room. 

. “I don’t know what there is about Béatrice. 
Her beauty? Or that blind force? She’s the only 
-one among as who really has ambition.” 

“And Bernard?” 

“Bernard loves literature more than anything 
else. It is not the same thing. And then he’s 
intelligent. There are advantages in some kinds 
of stupidity.” 

She thought again of Jacques and decided to 
speak to Fanny about him; she had previously 
made up her mind just to let him come, and 
to watch her reaction. But at that moment Ber- 
nard arrived. He caught sight of Josée, and Fanny 
at once noticed the look of happiness on his face. 

“Fanny, your husband has a business dinner 
and has sent me to fetch him a different tie 
because he won’t have time to come home first. 
He told me he wanted his blue one with black 
stripes.”’ 

They all three began to laugh. Fanny went out 
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of the room to get the tie. Bernard took Josée’s 
hands. ' 

“José, I’m so happy to see you, but sad that 
it’s always for such a short time. Won’t you have 
dinner with me?” 

She glanced at him; he had a strange-look, ‘a 
mixture of bitterness ana jey. His head was 
lowered, but she could see that his eyes were 
bright. — 

‘He’s like me,’ she thought, ‘we are the same- 
sort, I ought to have loved him.’ 

“Well have dinner together whenever you 
like,” she said. 

For the past fortnight she had dined with 
Jacques at home, because, as he could not afford 
it, he did not want to go to a restaurant. He com- 
promised with his pride by having dinner with 
Josée in her flat. After dinner he swotted for his 
exams while she read. At that moment it occurred 
to Josée, accustomed to amusing conversation and 
staying out late at night, that this kind of con- 
jugal life with someone who hardly ever spoke 
was extraordinary. The bell rang and she 
loosened her hand from Bernard’s. 

“Someone is asking for Mademoiselle,” said the 
maid. 

“Show him in,” said Fanny. 
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She was standing by the other door of the room. 
Bernard had alréady turned to face the all. , 

“We might be on the stage,’ thought Josée, 
beginning to giggle. 

Jacques entered like a®bull into*the arena, his 
head lowered, pawing the carpet with his feet. 
He “had a Belgian rme that Josée was trying 
desperately to remember, but he anticipated her: 
» “I’ve come to fetch you,” he said. ° 

His handg were in the pocket of his duffle-coat; 
he looked menacing. 

‘He’s really unpresentable,’ thought Josée, 
suppressing her desire to laugh, but she felt glad 
to see him and especially pleased when she 
noticed the look on Fanny’s face. Bernard’s ex- 
pression gave nothing away; it seemed that he 
had suddenly become blind. 

“You might say ‘how do you do’,”’ said Josée 
almost tenderly. 

Jacques smiled politely and shook hands with 
Fanny and Bernard. The setting sun over the 
rue de Tournon gave his hair a russet tinge. 

‘There is a phrase which describes that sort of 
man,’ thought Josée: ‘I am the truth and the 
life.’ 

“There is a word to describe that type of boy,’ 
thought Fanny to herself: “hooligan”, but 
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where have I seen him before? Could it have been 
here?’ ‘ 

She remembered him vaguely and tried to be 
amiable: 

“Do sit down. Why dre we all standing? Will 
you have a drink? Or are you in a hurry’ 

“I have plenty of time, said Jacques. ‘“Vvhat 
about you?” 

He spoke to Josée. She nodded. os 

“I must go,” said Bernard. l 

“TIl see you to the door,” said Fanny. ‘‘You’re 
forgetting the tie, Bernard.” 

He was already at the front door, looking very 
pale. Fanny, who had bcen about to exchange 
signs of astonishment with him, did not do so. 
He left the house without a word. Fanny returned 
to the drawing-room. Jacques was sitting down, 
smiling at Josée. 

“I bet you that was the fellow who telephoned,” 
he said. 


* * xe 


Bernard walked along the street like someone 
possessed, almost talking aloud. At last he found 
a seat, sat down and wrapped his arms round his 
body as if he were cold. ‘Josée,’ he thought, 
‘Josée and that brute!’ He swayed in the throes 
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of a real physicaF pain; an old woman sitting near 
looked at him vith astonishment and afstart of 
fear. He saw her, got up, and went on walking. 
He had to take the tie to Alain. 

‘This is too much,’ h@thought fesolutely, ‘it’s 
tolerable. Bad novels, a ridiculous passion for a 
girl“who isn’t wonth 4t! And though I don’t love 
her, I’m jealous. It just can’t go on, it is either too 
much or too little.” He decided to go away. ‘PI 
find some sprt of cultural mission,’ he thought 
sarcastically. “That’s all I’m capable of: articles on 
cultural subjects, journeys for the sake of culture, 
cultured conversation. Culture is for those who 
have nothing else.’ 

And what about Nicole? He would send her to 
her parents for a month, he would try to take him- 
self in hand. But above all he must get away from 
Paris where Josée was. Where would she go with 
that boy, what would she do? He bumped into 
Alain on the stairs. 

“At last you’ve brought my tie!’’ exclaimed 
Alain. 

He was going to dine with Béatrice before the 
play. As she only appeared in the second act, they 
had until ten o’clock. Every moment of this time 
alone with her seemed precioys to him. The pre- 
text for the dinner was to talk about his young 
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cousin Edouard. It was the firs: time Alain had 
found \n excuse to see Béatri¢e except on the 
usual Mondays. 

Wearing his new tie and, as usual, vaguely 
worried about Bernards pallor, Alain went to 
fetch Béatrice from her flat in a little side-street 
near the Avenue Montaigtie..«He imagined; he 
was not sure what he imagined: Béatrice sitting 
opposite him in a restaurant which was luxurious 
but discreet, the sound of cars passing outside, 
and above all what he called the ‘admirable 
mask’ of Béatrice’s face veiled by the pink light 
of a lampshade, leaning towards him. He thought 
of himself as he would appear in Béatrice’s eyes, 
a sophisticated man with good taste and a tall 
figure (he knew this was important in Béatrice’s 
eyes). They would talk of Edouard, first with 
indulgence, then with boredom, then they would 
pass to life in general, to the disillusion that life 
inevitably brings to beautiful women, and lastly 
they would talk of experience. He would take her 
hand across the table and could not imagine him- 
self playing a more daring rôle. But he knew 
nothing of Béatrice’s feelings. He was afraid of 
her, for he foresaw that she would be in good 
spirits and afflicted. with that terrifying assurance 
which ambition imparts. 
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Nevertheless that evening Béatrice was acting 
a part, which might well have harmonis#d with 
his plans. A few kind words from the producer of 
X’s play, and the unexpected attention of an 
influential journalist, hag@led her, by one of those 
flights gf fancy in which the imagination takes 
winf at the slightest*encouragement, straight to 
the heights of success. And so, this evening she 
was the young actress with the world at her 
feet. So majching her dreams with reality by a 
miracle of compromise between time and senti- 
mentality, which can only take place in the mind 
of a second-rate person, she was the triumphant 
young actress who preferred the conversation of 
a cultured man of letters to the frivolous pleasures 
of a night club; for success should not exclude 
orginality. That is why she took Alain Maligrasse, 
although he had carefully planned a moderately 
extravagant evening, to a haunt frequented by 
intellectuals. So there was no pink lampshade 
between Alain and herself, but only the wait- 
ress’s resentful hands, the noise of the people 
around them and the whining of a guitar. 

“My dear Alain,’’ said Béatrice in her low 
voice, ‘“‘what is it you want to talk to me about? 
I must say I was most in trigue by your telephone 
call.” 
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“Its about Edouard,” said | Maligrasse ner- 
vously.\, 

Time was passing so quickly! He crumbled his 
bread between his fingers. The first half hour 
had been wasted in a texi with Béatrice and the 
driver arguing as to the best way to find this 
infamous place, and then by Béatrice imploring 
the owner to find them a table. He could hardly 
breathe, ‘and to make things worse he could see 
in a mirror the long, sagging lines, of his face, 
wrinkled in some places and feebly childish in 
others. There are people in whom the signs of age 
are distributed haphazardly, so that they nevér 
look either young or old. He sighed. 

“Are you thinking of Edouard?” Béatrice 
smiled. 

“Yes,” he said, and her smile wrung his heart. 
“What I’m going to say may sound silly to you, 
but Edouard is so young, and he’s in love with 
you.” 

‘Heavens! How ridiculous this is,’ thought 
Béatrice. 

“Since he’s been in Paris, he has borrowed 
more than a hundred thousand francs, half of 
them from Josée, so as to dress well and give you 
presents.”’ 

“He simply ibne: me with flowers,’ said 
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Béatrice, smilin’-once more. Her smile was per- 
fection, lazily indulgent, but Alain Mdligrasse, 
who seldom went to acinema or music hall, did 
not recognise it. It seemed to him so full of love 
for Edouard that he alxaost felt Ike leaving her 
and goyng home. 

‘ft’s rather a nuisance,” he said weakly. 

“A nuisance that someone is in love with me?” 
asked Béatrice. ° 

She bent,her head and felt that by this gesture 
she was disassociating herself from the subject of 
their conversation. But Alain’s heart was beating 
fast. 

“I understand only too well,? he said fer- 
vently. Béatrice almost laughed aloud. 

“May I have some cheese?” she said. ““Talk to 
me about Edouard. I won’t deny that he amuses 
me, but I don’t wish him to borrow money on my 
account.”’ 

For a moment she had thought of saying in a 
confidential voice: ‘Well, let him ruin himself 
if he wants to. What are young men for?’ But 
she was really too kind-hearted to feel this and 
besides it was hardly the right thing to say to 
someone so obviously concerned about a young 
relative. She leaned towards e as he had seen 
her do in his thoughts, the gùitar became more 
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plaintive and the flicker of y 1e candles was 
reflected in her eyes. 

“What ought I to do, Alain? And honestly, what 
can I do?” 

He drew a deep breat!} and began a long ram- 
bling explanation. Perhaps she could make Ẹdouard 
understand that there was no kope for him?~ 

‘But there is,’ thought Béatrice gleefully. She 
suddenly felt a great tenderness for Edouard, his 
fine auburn hair, his awkward gestyres, his gay 
voice on the telephone. Fancy his borrowing 
money on her account! She forgot all about X’s 
play and her part in it later that evening, and 
instead longed to see Edouard, to press him close 
and feel him tremble with happiness. She had 
only seen him once in a bar since their first meet- 
ing, and he had been very shy, but seemed so 
dazzled by her appearance that she could not help 
being proud. For Edouard, her very existence was 
a priceless gift, and she had a vague feeling that 
all her relationships should be of the same kind. 

“PIL do what I can,” she said. “I promise for 
Fanny’s sake. And you know I love her.” 

“What a fool she is!’ thought Maligrasse, but 
he stuck desperately to his plan, which was even- 
tually to get close «enough to Béatrice to hold her 
hand. 
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“How about feoing?”’ he said. “Perhaps we 
could get a whisky somewhere before th? second 
act. I’m not hungry.”’ 

“We could go to Vat’s,’ thought Béatrice, ‘but 
it’s always so crowdedef course® Alain is quite 
well knpwn, but only among such a small circle, 
he %ðks like a lawyer’s clerk in that tie. Dear 
Alain, he’s so old-fashioned!’ She stretched her 
hand over the table and took his. i 

“Well gg wherever you like,” she said, “‘it 
makes me happy just to know that you exist!”’ 

Alain wiped his mouth and almost in a whisper 
asked for the bill. Béatrice’s hand, after patting 
his, slipped into a red glove, the same colour as 
her shoes. They had some whisky in a café oppo- 
site the theatre, and spoke of the war and of the 
post-war years—‘‘ Young people today don’t know 
what it is to dance to a jazz band in a cellar,” said 
Béatrice as they left. At ten o’clock they parted. 
For the past hour Alain had given up the struggle. 
He had listened to Béatrice as she talked of com- 
monplace things and when he had the courage, 
he watched her face. Her high spirits made her 
a little flirtatious with him that evening, but he 
did not even notice it. When you have dreamed 
of something wonderful happening, a lesser 
pleasure, although it may be easier to achieve, 
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hardly counts. Alain Maligrasse Had read Stendhal 
with mre pleasure than Balzac and now this cost 
him dear, for he had learned that you can despise 
what you love. Perhaps this saved him from try- 
ing to provoke a crisis, #ut on the other hand it 
might have been better for him in the end. At his 
age, passion can dispenser with esteem: "hiore 
easily. But unlike Josée, he had not the happy 
certainty that the person he loved was his. 

He returned home like a thief. If he had spent 
three hours with Béatrice at a hotel, he would 
have come back in triumph, with his conscience 
lightened by happiness. He had not been unfaith- 
ful to Fanny, so he crept home feeling guilty. 
Fanny was sitting up in bed wearing a blue bed- 
jacket. He undressed in the bathroom, talking 
vaguely of his business dinner. He felt exhausted. 

When he kissed his wife she pulled him down 
to her-until his face lay on her shoulder. 

‘Of course she’s guessed everything,’ he 
thought wearily. ‘It is not this flabby shoulder 
that I need, but Béatrice’s firm, rounded one; it 
is Béatrice’s face, delirious with pleasure, that I 
want to see, not these intelligent eyes.’ 

“I am very unhappy,” he said aloud; then he 
loosened himself from Fanny’s embrace and went 
to bed. 
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ERNARD went away and Nicole wept. It was 
l just as ke ħad foreseen. While he was 
packing his bags, it seemed to him that his 
lsfe had followed an inevitable course from the 
beginning. he war had unsettled his childhood; 
there had been his affair with Béatrice, and a still 
longer attachment to literature. He had a good 
appearance and what could have been more 
normal than his marrying a rather insignificant 
young women whom he was now making un- 
happy, although he did not know why! He was 
insensitive, and unknowingly exercised the small 
cruelties of a mediocre man, and had mediocre 
love affairs. But now he must play the part of the 
reassuring male. Secing Nicole’s tears he took her 
in his arms and said: 

“Don’t cry, dearest, you know it’s better for me 
to go away. After all, what is a month? And your 
parents...” 

“I don’t want to go back to my parents, even 
for a month.” 

This was Nicole’s latest obsession: she wanted 
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to stay in their flat, and he knew that every night 
she would sleep with her face turned towards the 
door, waiting for him to return. He suddenly felt 
sorry for her and for himself. 

“You'll be bored hena all alone.” 

“Pll go and see the Maligrasses and Josée has 
promised to take me out im her car.” 

Josée! He let her go, picked up his shirts in a 
fury and stuffed them into his bag. What did he 
care about Nicole or consoling her? Josée. When 
would he be free of that name and the jealousy it 
aroused in him? It was the only violent feeling he 
had ever experienced; and it had to be jealousy. 
He hated himself. 

‘You'll write to me, won’t you?” said Nicole. 

“Every day.” 

He felt like saying: ‘I could even write you 
thirty letters in advance: Dearest, all is well here. 
Italy is beautiful, one day we’ll go there together. 
I have a lot of work to do, but I think of you and 
miss you. Pll write a longer letter tomorrow. Love 
and kisses.’ That is what he would write to her 
for a whole month. How is it that some people 
inspire you and others don’t? Ah, if it were 
Josée: ‘Josée, if you only knew! I don’t know how 
to make you understand what I feel, and I’m far 
away from you, from your face which, when I 
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think of it, tears my heart to pieces. Am I mis- 
taken about you, Josée? Is there still time „for 
us? Yes, he was sure af it. He would know how 
to write to Josée from Italy, one night when he 
was feeling miserable and the words would flow 
heavy aad strong from his pen and would come 
to lfe™After all, he Knew how to write. But to 
Nicole . . . She was blonde and insipid, still whim- 
fering a little as she leant against his back. 

“I am sory,” he said. 

“It is I who should be sorry. I didn’t know 
how ... Oh, Bernard, I’ve tried so often . . .”’ 

“What?” he said. He was apprehensive. 

“Tve tried to live up to your level, to help you, 
to be a companion, but I’m not clever enough, or 
amusing, or anything, and I know it quite 
well... Oh, Bernard!”’ 

She was gasping. Bernard pressed her to him 
and asked her forgiveness again and again in a 
dead voice. 

Soon he was on the road. Once again he was a 
man alone at the wheel, in a car lent him by his 
publisher. He found himself lighting a cigarette 
while driving with one hand, watching the play 
of headlights on the road, deciphering the signals 
of fear and friendship which One driver sends to 
another at night by means of their lights. He saw 
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the vista of trees in full leaf looming up and then 
falling behind him. He was alone. He wanted to 
drive all night and experience fatigue. A kind of 
resigned happiness descended upon him. Perhaps 
all was lost, but what di it matter? He had always 
known that there was something else, something 
in himself, something exhilarating which ne only 
felt when he was quite alone. Tomorrow there 
would be Josée who would again become the most 
important thing in his life, and he would commit 
a thousand acts of treachery, submit to a thousand 
defeats, but tonight after his fatigue and his sad- 
ness, he would reach that other thing which he 
would always find again, a quiet image of him- 
self lulled by the foliage of the trees. 

Nothing is more like one Italian town than an- 
other Italian town, particularly in the autumn. 
After spending six days visiting Milan and Genoa 
and dding some work in museums and libraries, 
Bernard decided to return to France. He wished 
to stay in a hotel in a provincial town. He chose 
Poitiers.which seemed to him the deadest place 
imaginable, and looked for the most ordinary 
hotel. He chose L’Ecu de France. He chose 
this background deliberately, as he would have 
prepared a scene for a play. But he did not yet 
know what play he would perform or what part 
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he would take in this setting, which according to 
the hour would recall Stendhal or Simendn. He 
did not know what failure or what shock of dis- 
covery awaited him. But he knew that he would 
be profoundly bored, pngbably in® despair, and 
perhaps jfhis boredom and despair would carry 
him tf? ugh his impasse. After ten days’ motor- 
ing he knew that it was neither his passion for 
Jesée nor his failure in literature, nor “his dis- 
illusion in Nicole; but something lacking in his 
passion, in his failure and his disillusion, some- 
thing which should have filled this early morning 
void and soothed his irritation with himself. Now 
he was laying down his arms and surrendering to 
the enemy. For three weeks he would have to bear 
with himself alone. 

The first day he arranged his programme. The 
newspaper shop, the café where he took his 
aperitif, the small restaurant opposite with 
specialités, and the cinema at the corner. His 
hotel bedroom had a blue and grey wallpaper with 
a design of large faded flowers, an enamel wash- 
basin, a dark brown rug; everything as it should 
be. Looking out of the window he could see an old 
advertisement hanging on the house opposite, 
‘The House of a Hundred Thousand Shirts’, 
a closed window, which might possibly open, 
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leaving a vague, romantic hope. His table was 
coveréd with a white cloth which was always slip- 
ping off. He had to remove it in order to write. 
The proprietress of the hotel was welcoming but 
reserved, the’ chambeynaid old and loquacious. 

There was a great deal of rain in Pojfiers that 
year. Bernard settled in without irony*tr' self- 
mockery. He treated himself as he would have 
done a‘ stranger, bought a great many newe- 
papers, and on the second day too many bottles 
of white wine and cassis. This gave him a dan- 
gerous feeling of elation which brought thoughts 
of Josée into his head. 

“Waiter, how long does it take to get through 
to Paris on the telephone?” But he might not tele- 
phone after all. 

He started his novel again. The first phrase 
was in a moralising tone: ‘Happiness is a senti- 
ment that is more misunderstood than any 
other ...’ This seemed true to Bernard. True, 
but futile. But there it was at the top of the page, 
Chapter 1. ‘Happiness is a sentiment that is more 
misunderstood than any other. Jean-Jacques was 
a happy man but nobody had anything good to 
say of him.’ 

Bernard would have liked to have begun 
differently: “The straggling little village of Boissy 
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appeared to the traveller as it lay there in the sun- 
shine . . .? However, he could not. He wanted to 
get at once to the essentials. But what were the 
essentials, and what did the essentials mean? 

He wrote for an hour jy the morning, went out 
to buy papers, to get shaved, and have lunch. 
Then 1-@ worked for three hours in the afternoon, 
read a little Rousseau, and walked about until 
dinner. Afterwards there was the cinéma, and 
once the local brothel, no worse than any other, 
where he realised that abstinence revives the 
taste for things. 

The second week was much more difficult. His 
novel was bad. He re-read it dispassionately and 
realised how bad it was, worse than bad, not 
merely tedious but intensely tedious. He wrote 
in the same way as pcople cut their nails, atten- 
tively and absent-mindedly. He carefully observed 
his state of health, noticed the increased weakness 
of his liver, the irritable condition of his reflexes, 
both due to the stress of his life in Paris. One after- 
noon he looked at himself in the little mirror in 
his room and, closing his eyes, turned his face to 
the wall, and pressed his body with arms out- 
stretched against the cold hard surface. He had 
sent a short, despera:e note to Alain Maligrasse 
who had written advising him to look at others 
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and turn away from himself.. Stupid advice, as 
Bernard knew. No one has time to look deeply 
into themselves and most people only gaze at 
others to see their own reflection. Bernard, 
obscurely aware of his,»wn limitations, had no 
intention of allowing himself to be rescyed by a 
woman in Poitiers. In any case it would% ‘nim 
no good. 

He wads determined to go back to Paris with hie 
manuscript, almost finished, under his arm. He 
would give it to his publisher, who would publish 
it. He would try to see Josée again and would 
ignore Nicole’s reproachful looks. 

It was all quite useless, but he drew a sort of 
peace from the conviction of his own uselessness. 
He knew in what pleasing terms he would speak 
of Poitiers and its distractions, what satisfaction 
he would derive from seeing the look of astonish- 
ment -on people’s faces when he recounted his 
escapade. Their glances would give him a sense 
of his originality. He would say, ‘above all, I 
worked}. He already knew exactly what form his 
pose would take, but he did not really care one 
way or another. At night he listened through the 
open window to the rain falling on Poitiers and 
followed with his eyes the golden headlights of the 
few passing cars as they illuminated the faded 
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roses on the wallpaper. Lying quite still with his 
arms behind his head, he smoked his last cigarette 
of the day. 


- Edouard Maligrasse was no fool. He was a 
youħg ifan fated to be either happy or unhappy, 
but whom indifference would have destroyed. He 
was therefore delighted to find Béatrice and to 
love her, and it surprised her that merely to be 
allowed to love her made him happy. Most people 
consider love a catastrophe if it is not returned. 
This surprise gave him two weeks’ advantage, 
which perhaps his good looks would not have done. 
Though Béatrice was not cold she had never much 
cared about physical love. Still, she thought it 
healthy and natural, and at one time even con- 
sidered herself to be a woman dominated by her 
senses and passionate enough to have the right 
to be unfaithful to her husband. Since, in her 
circle, adultery had no great significance, she 
soon felt the need to call attention to it by a great 
scene of renunciation, which caused much suffer- 
ing to her lover and annoyance to her husband, 
to whom she had confessed everything according 
to the rules of Act Iif. Since he was a sensible 
business man, her husband thought it absurd to 
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confess she had a lover just at the moment she had 
decided to give him up. Much better to have said 
nothing, he said to himself while Béatrice, with- 
out make-up, went on reproaching herself in a 
monotonous vice. at 


Edouard Maligrasse, with a radiant facemwaited 
for Béatrice at the stage door, he waited for her 
outside her hairdresser’s, and at the door of the 
concierge’s office. He did not doubt that she 
would love him one day, and he waited patiently 
for her to give him what he believed to be the 
proof. Unfortunately Béatrice soon got accus- 
tomed to this platonic love affair, a situation which 
is very difficult to change, especially for a woman 
who is not intelligent. One evening Edouard took 
Béatrice home and asked if he could go up with 
her and have a drink. It must be said in his 
defence that he did not know the implication of 
this phrase. He was merely thirsty, having talked 
a great deal of his love and had not a penny to go 
home with. The thought of a long, thirsty walk 
dismayed him. 

“No, my dear Edouard,” said Béatrice tenderly, 
“no, it is much better that you should go home.”’ 

“But I’m terribly thirsty,” Edouard repeated, 
“I don’t need whisky, just a glass of water.” 

50 


He added shyly: ‘‘Besides, I’m afraid all the 
cafés are shut at this time of night.” = 

They looked at each other. Edouard appeared 
particularly handsome in the lamplight, besides 
it was cold, and Béatrice tooked forWard with some 
pleasure, to refusing him in a scene played with 
grate ad elegance. They went upstairs. Edouard 
re-lit the fire while Béatrice prepared a tray. They 
sat by the fire, Edouard took her hand dnd kissed 
it. Realising the decisive moment had come, he 
trembled slightly. “I am so happy that we are 
friends, Edouard,” she began dreamily. He 
kissed the palm of her hand. 

You see,” she continued, ‘‘in the world of the 
theatre, which I love because I belong to it, the 
majority of people are .. . I will not say cynical, 
but without real youth. You are young, Edouard, 
and must remain so.”’ 

She spoke with charming gravity. Edouard 
Maligrasse, in fact, felt extremely young at that 
moment; his cheeks were on fire, he pressed his 
lips to her wrist. ‘» 

“I think you’d better go now,” she said sud- 
denly, ‘‘although you must know I trust you.” 

If he had been a few years older, Edouard 
would have insisted. But he was not, and that 
saved him. He got up, excused himself, and 
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walked towards the door. Béatrice was losing her 
chance'to play the scene to the end; she knew she 
would be bored after he left, and she was no 
longer sleepy. There was only one thing to say: 

‘“Kdouard!’”? t 

He turned round. 

‘Come back.” , 

She held out her hands to him like a woman 
about to' surrender. Edouard held them a long 
time, then, carried away by his youthful enthu- 
slasm, seized Béatrice in his arms, searched for 
her mouth and found it. He almost cried out with 
happiness, for he loved Béatrice. Late in the night 
he was still whispering words of love, his head on 
Béatrice’s breast. She was fast asleep and knew 
nothing of the long-unfulfilled dreams which had 
Inspired them. 
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No, WAKING beside Béatrice, Edouard ex- 

‘gerienced pne of those sensations of hap- 

piness which we know at once justify our 
existence, but we also know that they will be lost 
for ever when youth has given way to the clearer 
vision of later years. As he opened his eyes he saw 
Béatrice’s shoulder beside him, and memory, 
which dominates even our dreams, came back to 
him. He was happy as he stretched out a hand 
towards Béatrice’s bare back. But she considered 
sleep indispensable for her good complexion. Her 
only genuine impulses were hunger, thirst and 
the desire for sleep. She moved to the other 
side of the bed and Edouard found himself 
alone. 

He was filled with tender memories, but as she 
turned away from him he became aware of the 
elusiveness of love, and he was afraid. Hie would 
have liked to have turned her round to face him, 
to put his head on her shouldey, and to thank her. 
But he was powerless ugainst that obstinate back 
and her triumphant sleep. He caressed her long, 
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deceptively generous body through the sheets 
with a resigned gesture. 

It was a symbolic awakening, but Edouard did 
not realise it. He did not know that his passion for 
Béatrice woulu hencefor.h be reduced to the con- 
templation of her back. We invent our own 
omens which seem bad when things œe going 
against us. Edouard was not like Josée who, 
waking at the same moment, looked at her lover’s 
smooth, hard back in the dawn, and smiled before 
going off to sleep again. But Josée was a great deal 
older than Edouard. 


From then on life continued peacefully for 
Béatrice and Edouard. He fetched her from the 
theatre, and lunched with her whenever she 
wished. Actually Beatrice made a habit of lunch- 
ing with women because she had read somewhere 
that this practice was very much the fashion in 
America; and also she thought she could learn 
something from studying her elders. So she often 
had lunch with old actresses who envied her 
growing success, and whose conversation would 
have given her an inferiority complex if she had 
not been made of stone. 

Fame does not come with a sudden burst but 
grows gradually. It may occur from one day to 
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another, and in Béatrice’s case it took the form of 
a proposition from André Jolyet, a well-known 
theatre director and, amongst other things, an 
epicure. He offered her a good part in his next 
production in October, and in addition his villa 
in the Squth of France to work in. 

Béatri¢e wanted to telephone to Bernard im- 
mediately; she considered him ‘a clever young 
man’ although he had often denied this.*She was 
surprised to. hear that Bernard was in Poitiers: 
“What on earth can he be doing there?’ 

She telephoned to Nicole: 

“I hear that Bernard is in Poitiers. What is he 
doing?” 

“I don’t know,” said Nicole, “he’s working.” 

“How long has he been away?” 

“For two months,” said Nicole, and burst into 
tears. 

Béatrice was astonished. She imagined that 
Bernard must be madly in love with the wife of 
the Mayor of Poitiers; for how otherwise could he 
endure the provinces? Still, she had a kind heart 
and arranged to see Nicole, but afterwards 
received an invitation from André Jolyet, which 
she did not dare to refuse. She telephoned to 
Josée. 

Josée was at home reading in her flat, where 
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she never felt comfortable and where the tele- 
phone’ alternately irritated and soothed her. 
Béatrice explained the situation in exaggerated 
terms. Josée was mystified because the day before 
she had received a very fond letter from Bernard 
in which he analysed his love for her. She there- 
fore found it difficult to believe he was #ıterested 
in some mysterious woman in Poitiers. She said 
she wouid go and see Nicole, and went because 
she usually carried out her promises. 

Nicole had grown fatter. Josée noticed it at 
once. Many women put on weight when they are 
unhappy, food seeming to reassure them in some 
vital way. Josée explained she had come instead 
of Béatrice, and Nicole, who was frightened of 
Béatrice and bitterly regretted her tears on the 
telephone, was relieved. Josée was thin, had 
mobile features, an air of adolescence, and the 
gestures of a thief. She seemed to Nicole, who had 
no idea of her circumstances, still more helpless 
than herself in the face of life’s problems. 

“Let’s go into the country,” suggested Josée. 

She drove well and fast in her big American car. 
Nicole huddled in the far corner. Josée’s feelings 
were divided between boredom and a vague senti- 
ment that she was fulfilling a duty. She thought 
of Bernard’s letter: 
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‘Josée, I love you and it is very painful for me. 
I am trying to work here, but cannot do so. My 
life is a slow movement without music; I know 
you don’t love me. Why should you? We are alike, 
but I am the incestuous ofte. I am writing you this 
because it, is no longer important. I mean that it 
is no longer important whether I write to you or 
not. The only advantage of solitude is that you 
learn to accept yourself and renounce @ certain 
form of vanity. Besides, there is that other young 
man and I do not like him . . 

She remembered most of his letter. She had 
read it during breakfast while Jacques was read- 
ing Le Figaro, to which her father had given her 
a subscription. She had put the letter on the bed- 
side table with an awful feeling of failure. 
Jacques had got up whistling and declared, as he 
did every morning, that there was nothing inter- 
esting in the paper. She could never understand 
the almost insane concentration with which he 
read newspapers. ‘Perhaps he has murdered a rich 
woman,’ she would think, half laughing, to her- 
self. After his shower he came out of the bathroom 
wearing his duffle-coat and kissed her before 
going off to his lectures. She was surprised that 
she could still tolerate i:im. 

“I know an inn where there is a wood 
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fire,’? she said to Nicole in order to break the 
silencé. 

She wanted to say: ‘Your husband loves me, I 
don’t love him; I will not take him away from you 
and he will get over it. But it would have been 
betraying Bernard, and for Nicole any explanation 
would have been like an execution. en 

At lunch they talked of Béatrice. Then of the 
Maligrasses. Nicole was convinced they were in 
love with each other and absolutely faithful, and 
Josée did not undeceive her. She felt kindly to- 
wards Nicole, but weary. Nicole was three years 
older than she was: she could not do anything for 
her. Nothing at all. There is a form of feminine 
stupidity reserved for men. Josée gradually be- 
came more and more exasperated and contemp- 
tuous of Nicole: her hesitation with the menu, and 
her distraught look. While they were having 
coffee there was a long silence, suddenly broken 
by Nicole: 

“Bernard and I are expecting a baby.”’ 

“I thought so,” said Josée. 

She knew that Nicole had had two miscarriages 
and been specially advised not to have children. 

“I wanted to have one,” said Nicole. 

She kept her head lowered, with an obstinate 
air. Josée looked at her in astonishment. 


58 


“Does Bernard know?” 

No.” 

‘Heavens!’ thought Josée, ‘she must be the 
normal, biblical kind of woman, who thinks it is 
sufficient to have a child fo keep a man at her side, 
and puts,him into an impossibte situation. I shall 
never belike that; the poor girl must be terribly 
unhappy.’ 

“You must write and tell him,” said Josée 
firmly. 

“I dare not,’’ said Nicole. ‘‘First I want to be 
sure that nothing will happen.” 

“I think you ought to tell him.” 

If the same thing happened again and Bernard 
weren’t there . . . Josée was pale with fear. She 
could hardly imagine Bernard as a father, but 
Jacques on the other hand . . . yes, Jacques would 
stand by her bed shyly and smile at his child. She 
must be getting quite delirious. 

“Let’s go home,” she said. 

She drove slowly to Paris. When they reached 
the Champs-Elysées, Nicole caught her hand: 

“Don’t take me home just yet,” she said. 

There was such a beseeching note in her voice 
that Josée suddenly realised vhat her life must 
be: the lonely waiting, the fear of death, and now 
her secret. She was overcome by pity. They went 
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into a cinema. After ten minutes Nicole rose 
unsteadily from her seat and Josée followed her. 
The lavatories were horrible. She supported 
Nicole while she vomited, laid her hand on her 
damp forehead, and felt sick with horror and 
compassion. 

When she got home she fqund Jacqmes ie 
when he had heard all about her day, expressed 
sympatify, and even called her ‘poor old gir}. 
Then he suggested that they should | go out, and 
for one evening gave up his medical’ studies. 
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OR PHE NEXT two days Josée tried to get 
Pees on the telephone to tell him to come 


home. He had given orders that letters were 
to be addressed Poste Restante. Josée tried to per- 
suade Nicold to go to Poitiers, but she obstinately 
refused; she was now having constant pains which 
made Josée very anxious. At last Josée decided to 
go herself to Poitiers and bring Bernard back. She 
asked Jacques to go with her, but he refused on 
account of his lectures. 

“But we could go there and back in a day,” 
Josée insisted. 

“That’s why it is not worth my going.” 

She felt inclined to hit him. He was always 
quite decided about everything; life was so simple 
to him; she would have given anything to see him 
at a loss for once or trying to justify himself. He 
took her firmly by the shoulders: 

‘““You’re a good driver and you like being alone. 
Besides, it would be far better for you to see the 
fellow by yourself. His relations with his wife 
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have nothing to do with me; only those concern- 
ang you are my affair.” 

With these last words he looked straight at 
her. 

“Oh, you know... all that was a long time 
ago...” 

“I don’t know anything,” he said. «If I ever 
found out, I should go away.”’ 

She kooked at him in utter astonishment, ard 
with a vague feeling that resembled hope. 

“Would you be jealous?” 

“It’s not that. I just don’t like half shares.” 

He suddenly pulled her towards him and kissed 
her cheek. Josée was so touched by the awkward- 
ness of his movement, that she put her arms 
behind his head and pressed close to him. She 
kissed his neck and the shoulder of his rough 
jersey, smiling a little and repeating: 

‘*You’d go away, you would actually go away?” 
in a pensive voice. But he did not move or say 
anything. 

She felt as though she were in love with a bear 
she had mét in a forest, a bear who perhaps loved 
her, but was unable to tell her so because he was 
a dumb animal. 

“That’s enough!” growled Jacques. 

Early one morning she set off by herself in her 
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car. She drove slowly through the wintry land- 
scape. It was very cold and the pale sunshine 
gleamed down on the bare fields. Josée lowered 
the hood and put up the collar of the sweater she 
had borrowed from Jacques. She could feel the 
cold air on her face. The’road was deserted. At 
eleven o’alock she stopped in a side road, pulled 
the gloves off her frozen hands and lit a cigarette, 
the first since she had left home. She remained 
still for a moment, resting her head against the 
seat of the ĉar and inhaling the smoke with her 
eyes Closed. In spite of the cold she could feel the 
sunshine on her eyelids. It was absolutely quiet. 
When she opened her eyes she saw a crow alight- 
ing on the field near her. 

She got out of the car and walked along the 
road between the fields. She walked with the 
same nervous steps as she did in Paris. She passed 
a farm and a few trees; the road continued straight 
as far as one could see. After a few minutes she 
looked round and saw her car by the roadside, 
black and faithful. She walked slowly back, feeling 
contented. 

“There must be an answer to all this,’’ Josée 
said aloud, ‘‘and even if there isn’t. . .”’ 

The crow flew off cawing loudly. 

“I love these interludes,” she said, throwing 
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her cigarette on to the ground and carefully crush- 
ing it with her foot. 


She arrived at Poitiers at six o’clock and it took 
her a long time to find Bernard’s address. The 
dark, pretentious hall of L’Ecu de France looked 
sinister to her. She was taken up to-Bernard’s 
room through a long corridor covered with a 
beige cord carpet in which she caught her fees. 
Bernard was writing with his back to the door. 
He said, “Come in” absent-mindedly. Surprised 
by the silence, he turned round. Suddenly Josée 
thought of his letter and of the interpretation he 
might put on her presence. She drew back. Ber- 
nard said, ‘‘You’ve come!” and he held out his 
hands towards her. His expression changed com- 
pletely at the sight of her and Josée had time to 
think: “That is the face of a man when he is 
happy.’ He held her against him, his head on her 
hair while she stood there petrified with no other 
thought than ‘I must undeceive him. It is ter- 
rible, I must tell him.’ But he was already talking, 
and every word became an obstacle to the truth. 

“I did not hope... I did not dare. It is too 
wonderful. How céuld I have lived here so long 
without you. Happiness is a strange thing... .” 

“Bernard,” said Josée. ‘‘Bernard.”’ 
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“You know, it’s strange that one can never 
imagine how things are going to happen. I 
thought of our meeting as something violent, that 
I would overwhelm you with questions, but it is 
as though I had found ‘someone again whom I 
know very well. Someone T missed,” he added. 

‘Bernard, I must tell you. . .” 

But she already knew that he would interrupt 
her and she would not speak. 

“Don’t say anything. It’s so long since any- 
thing real Has happened to me.” 

‘That is probably true,’ thought Josée. ‘He has 
a wife in danger who truly loves him, he is close 
to a real tragedy, but the only reality for him is 
this mistake, which I am allowing him to make. 
The happiness is true, but the love is false.’ 

She gave up all attempt to speak. It was easy to 
keep silent, because what she felt was neither pity 
nor irony, but an immense understanding. One 
day she would probably make a similar mistake, 
and, like him, she would imagine she was happy 
with someone who did not love her. He took her 
to have some white wine and cassis at the Café 
du Commerce. He talked a great deal, and well, 
about her and himself. It was a long time since 
Josée had really talked to anyone. She was over- 


come by fatigue and a feeling of compassion. 
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Poitiers had closed round her: its grey and yellow 
street, the occasional passers-by dressed in black, 
the curious glances of customers in the café, and 
the bare branches of plane trees, all these belonged 
to an unreal world that sire had always known and 
had to re-discover. 

That night Bernard lay asleep besids her. His 
long body was in her way and so was his pos- 
sessive @cm flung across her shoulders. For some 
time she watched the headlights of the cars, 
passing across the flowers on the wallfiaper. It was 
very quiet. In two days she would tell Bernard 
he must go home. She would give him two days 
of her life, two happy days. Probably they would 
both have to pay dearly for them. She thought 
how Bernard must have lain awake through many 
long nights, as she was doing, contemplating those 
big, ugly flowers and watching the lights pass 
over them, and now it was her turn, even though 
she would Þe taking the path of lies. 
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: À NDREJOLYET had decided to make Béatrice 
JÀ iris He recognised that she had 
talent and a ruthless determination to 
sacceed; this combination interested him? He also 
appreciated Béatrice’s beauty, and the thought 
that they wuld make a handsome couple satisfied 
his ever-present aesthetic sensibility. At fifty 
years of age he was thin to the point of looking 
dried up, with a disagreeable, sarcastic expression 
and the sham gestures of a young man, which had 
perhaps wrongfully earned him the reputation of 
being a homosexual. Aesthetic sensibility is often 
associated with curious aberrations. André Jolyet 
was one of those men who are considered eccen- 
tric, especially in artistic circles, because they are 
too independent and inclined to be offensive. He 
would have been impossible had he not been so 
ready to make fun of himself, as well as being 
very generous with money. 
It would have been easy for him to win Béatrice 
by way of her ambition, but he knew too much 


about that sort of thing to be amused by it. He 
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made up his mind to gain an entry into her 
private world and play his part there, which he 
imagined to be something like that of Mosca— 
but a victorious Mosca—in ‘Chartreuse de 
Parme’. Of course he “had not the stature of 
Mosca, but then neither was Béatrice a San- 
severina. Perhaps only young K:douard4vlaligrasse 
had something of Fabrice’s charm. But what did 
Jolyet care? He liked commonplace themes and ‘it 
was now rare for him to find a domestic drama in 
the cheerful mediocrity of his life. 

Béatrice was caught between power and love, 
or rather, between the images of power and love. 
On one hand Jolyet, ironical, compromising, 
spectacular, and on the other, the gentle, good- 
looking, romantic Edouard. She was tremendously 
exhilarated. The agonies of having such a choice 
before her made life marvellous, although she 
had definitely decided on Jolyet for professional 
reasons. She was most generous in her favours 
towards Edouard and gave him many tokens of 
affection which he would certainly never have 
received if he had been the only man in her life, 
which shows that what is given with one hand 
is taken away with the other. 

Jolyet had given Béatrice the principal part in 
his new production, unconditionally. He had not 
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in any way indicated his own intentions and had 
even complimented her on having such a charm- 
ing young man as Edouard. But he had clearly let 
Béatrice understand that if she ever grew tired of 
Edouard, he would be happy to take her about. 
This was,more than a mere expression of polite- 
ness, becuse he, knew very weil that women 
like Béatrice never leave one man except for 
another. At first Béatrice was enchanted with 
her rôle, but she soon became anxious and 
uncertain 4bout Jolyet’s feelings towards her. 
Edouard’s love seemed insipid in comparison 
with Jolyet’s suave indifference. She liked to 
conquer. 

Jolyet took her one evening to dine at Bougival. 
It was a warm night and they walked beside the 
river. She had told Edouard that she was going 
to dinner with her mother, a strict Protestant, 
who disapproved of her daughter’s way of life. 
The need for this lie which had cost her nothing 
to tell, had particularly annoyed her. ‘I don’t 
have to account for my actions to anyone,’ she 
thought angrily while she was lying to Edouard. 
In any case Edouard asked nothing more than that 
she should allow him to be ‘happy, and he was 
merely disappointed not to be having dinner with 
her. She imagined that he was jealous and 
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suspicious. It was beyond her understanding that 
he loved her with the utter confidence of a true 
lover. 

Jolyet held Béatrice’s arm as they walked, 
giving only part of his attention to her exclama- 
tions of joy at the sight of some barges., Whereas 
with Edouard she liked to act, the dmillusioned 
femme fatale, with Jolyet she played the un- 
restrained eager child. e 

“How lovely it is here!”? she exclaimed. ‘‘No 
one has ever really described the Stine and its 
barges, except perhaps Verlaine .. .”’ 

“Perhaps . . .” 

Jolyet was delighted with her. He watched 
Béatrice embark on one of her long poetic 
effusions. ‘Perhaps after all the reason I pursue 
her is because she amuses me,’ he thought; and 
the idea gave him pleasure. 

“When.I was young. . .” (Béatrice waited for 
a laugh, which came.) ‘‘When I was very small,” 
she went on, “‘I used to walk like this beside the 
water, and I said to myself life was full of beautiful 
things, and I was full of enthusiasm. Would you 
believe it, I haven’t changed?”’ 

“I believe you,” said Jolyet, more and more 
pleased. . 

“And yet nowadays, who cares about barges, or 
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gets excited about them? Neither in books, nor 
in the cinema, or the theatre .. .’’ 

Jolyet nodded without replying. 

“I remember that when I was ten years old,” 
began Béatrice in a dreafny voice . . . She inter- 
rupted herself. “But hoW can my childhood 
interest yom?” 

The suddenness of her attack left Jolyet with- 
out an answer. He had a moment of panie. 

“I would rather you talked to me of your 
childhood,” %aid Béatrice. “I know so little about 
you. You are a sort of enigma to those who sur- 
round you.”’ 

Jolyet searched his mind desperately for some 
childhood memory, but could find nothing. 

“I had no childhood,” he said impressively. 

“You do say dreadful things!’ said Béatrice, 
squeezing his arm. 

No more was heard of Jolyet’s childhood, but 
Béatrice’s was enriched by numerous anecdotes to 
show off her ingenuousness, her waywardness and 
her charm. She grew more and more sentimental. 
Her hand and Jolyet’s finished up together in his 
pocket. 

“How cool your hand is,” he said contentedly. 

She did not answer, but leaned against him. 
Jolyet knew she was his and asked himself for a 
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moment if he really desired her, since attainment 
interested him so little? He took her back to Paris. 
In the car she put her head on his shoulder and 
sat very close to him. ‘That’s that!’ thought 
Jolyet with a sense of fdtigue, and he took her to 
her flat because it was there he wished to spend 
their first night. Like many peop. who are 
weary, he preferred fresh surroundings for his 
amorous adventures. But by the time they 
reached Béatrice’s door, her silence and im- 
mobility showed that she was fas asleep. He 
gently woke her, kissed her hand and put her into 
the lift before she had come to life. 

Edouard was asleep in front of the dying fire, 
his open shirt collar showing his slender, brown 
neck, like a girl’s. Béatrice’s eyes filled with tears. 
She was distressed because she still did not know 
whether she could depend upon Jolyet’s devotion 
and alsa because Edouard was so handsome, 
though she was completely indifferent to this 
except when they were dining out. She woke 
Edouard up. He told her sleepily that he loved 
her. This was no consolation and when he wanted 
to come to her room, she pretended she had a 
migraine. | 

Meanwhile Jolyet walked home in good spirits, 
followed a woman for a while, then went into 
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a bar, where he found Alain Maligrasse, drunk 
for the first time in the twenty years he aag 
known him. 

a xk xk 


After his evening with” Béatrice, Alain Mali- 
grasse decided not to see her again. It was unbear- 
able to love anyone so different from himself, so 
' unresponsive. Only work could save him. For- 
tunately, Bernard’s absence gave him a great deal 
more to do#than usual. So he tried, helped by 
Fanny’s discreet support, to forget Béatrice. Of 
course he did not succeed, though he avoided see- 
ing her. He found himself inducing Edouard to 
come to his house as often as possible, and suffered 
tortures by observing the signs of happiness in 
him. He even persuaded himself that a cut from 
a razor on Edouard’s neck was the mark of 
Béatrice’s teeth in spite of Bernard’s scornful 
laugh, for he still believed her to be passionate 
and his interpretation of the shadows under 
Edouard’s eyes caused him acute suffering. Alain 
spent long hours in his office going through new 
manuscripts, writing copious notes and filling in 
cards for his files. With a ruler he would begin to 
underline the title on the card in green ink, then 
his hand would lose control and the line slur as 
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his heart began beating at the sudden recollection 
of something Béatrice had said during that 
memorable dinner. He would throw the card into 
the waste-paper basket and start all over again. 
In the street he bumpéd into passers-by; he no 
longer greeted his friénds, and gradually became 
the absent-minded charming intellectual that 
everyone expected him to be. 

Whenever Alain opened a newspaper he turned 
at once to the theatre page hoping to find some 
mention of Béatrice, which he often ‘tid; then he 
cast his eye down the list of theatre advertise- 
ments, until he saw her name in small letters 
under the title of the play at the Ambigu 
Theatre. He at once looked up guiltily and then 
switched quickly to other parts of the paper with- 
out taking them in. The day before he met 
Jolyet in the bar he had read a notice saying ‘No 
Tuesday Performance’, and his heart missed a 
beat. He knew that he could always see Béatrice 
for ten minutes every evening on the stage, and 
had resisted the temptation, but the thought that 
for once she would not be there, appalled him. 
He would not have gone that evening in any 
case, but this did not occur to him. Béatrice, so 
beautiful and impetuous! He hid his eyes with 
his hand. He could not bear it another moment. 
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When he got home he found Edouard there who 
told him that Béatrice was dining with her 
mother. But this was no consolation. The harm 
was done. Alain realised how deeply he cared. He 
pretended to have a dinner in town, hung 
about miserably in the Café du Flore where 
he met so.we friends, who, seeing how pale he 
looked, insisted on his drinking two whiskies, 
‘the worst possible thing for his liver. Me con- 
tinued to drink, and at midnight found himself 
beside Joly in this sordid little bar near the 
Madeleine. 


' Alain was in a bad way. Alcohol always dis- 
agrecd with him. His eyelids were swollen and his 
pale, sensitive face twitched noticeably. Jolyet 
was surprised but shook hands effusively. He 
liked Alain very much and had never expected to 
find him drunk and alone in such a place. Jolyet 
was torn between curiosity, sadism and friend- 
ship—the kind of conflicting sentiments that 
could be sure of rousing his interest. Quite 
naturally they began to talk of Béatrice. 

“I believe you’ve given her a part in your next 
play,” said Alain who felt rather gay and ex- 
hausted. The bar was swaying round him. He had 
reached a stage of intoxication where people are 
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obsessed by themselves, and have no need of 
others. 

“Ive just had dinner with Béatrice,” said 
Jolyet. 

‘So she is a liar,’ thought Maligrasse, re- 
membering what Edouard had told him. 

However he was rather pleased bewnuse the lie 
made him realise that she did not love Edouard. 
But if Béatrice was a liar, she would be more in- 
accessible to him than ever, unless she had some 
delicacy of feeling. All the same, his*‘irst reaction 
was one of relief. 

‘‘She’s a nice girl,’ he said, “‘charming.”’ 

“She is beautiful,” said Jolyet with a short 
laugh. 

“Beautiful and impetuous,” said Alain, re- 
peating his definition, and he said it in such a way 
that Jolyet turned to look at him. They eyed each 
other in‘silence, both thinking how little they 
knew one another in spite of their apparent 
familiarity. 

“I have.a weakness for her,” said Alain in a 
tone he tried to keep as light as possible. 

“That is very natural,” said Jolyet. 

Although he felt inclined to laugh, he longed to 
console Alain. His first thought had been: “That 
should be easily arranged!’ Then he realised this 
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was not true. Béatrice would be more likely to 
give herself to a rich old roué than to Alain. In 
love, as in business, only the rich can live ‘on 
credit, and Alain was obviously very poor. Jolyet 
ordered two more whiskies. He knew that they 
had a long) night before them, and was delighted. 
More than“anything he enjoyed observing the 
changing expression on a face, feeling a glass 
““setween his fingers, low-voiced confidences, 
nights lasting until dawn, and finally a pleasant 
sensation o/Aatigue. 

“What can I do at my age?” said Alain. 

Jolyet shuddered. ‘‘Everything!”’ he repli¢d in 
a firm voice. They were the same age. 

‘‘She’s not meant for me,” said Alain. 

“No one is ever ‘meant’ for anyone,” hazarded 
Jolyet. 

“Yes, Fanny was meant for me. That is the 
worst part. My obsession . . . I feel ridiculous and 
old. But it’s the only thing that seems alive to me. 
All the rest . . .” 

“Yes, I know; all the rest is literature,” said 
Jolyet with a short laugh. “The trouble is that 
Béatrice is not intelligent but she’s ambitious, 
and that is greatly in her favour at the present 
time, when people are so negative.” 

“I could give her something that she probably 
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does not know, confidence, consideration, a certain 
refinement, in fact. . . and then .. .” 

He stopped when he saw Jolyet’s look, and made 
a vague gesture which upset some of his whisky 
on to the floor. He apologised profusely to the pro- 
prietress. Jolyet felt acute pity for him. 

“Try to explain everything to hæ, old man; 
even if she refuses, you will have broken the ice, 
and yot’ll know where you are.” a 

‘Tell her now? When she’s in love with my 
young cousin? It would mean sacrifi®ng my only 
chance, if I have one.” 

‘You are mistaken. For certain people there is 
aright and a wrong time, though in Béatrice’s case 
time has nothing to do with it.” 

Maligrasse passed his hand over his hair, but 
there was so little of it that the gesture was merely 
pathetic. Jolyet vaguely searched for some means 
of giving’ Béatrice to his dear old friend, after he 
had finished with her himself of course. He could 
think of no way, and ordered two more drinks. 
Meanwhile, Maligrasse continued talking about 
love. A girl was listening and nodded agreement. 
Jolyet, who knew her well, asked her to look after 
Alain, and left. The pale, damp dawn was break- 
ing over the Champs-Elysées, the early morning 
perfume of Paris recalled the country and made 
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him stop a moment and breathe deeply before 
lighting a cigarette. He smiled, murmured 
“Delightful evening”, then walked briskly home- 
wards with the step of a young man, 
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putting his head through the ca» door. He 

probably felt a vague relief at their separation, 
as oftenehappens after the most intense passions. 
At last there is time to be happy. Josée smiled 
at him. She was pleased to be back ð the Paris 
nighi, the noise of the traffic, and “her own 
life. 

“Hurry up!” she said. 

She saw him enter his doorway and drove off. 
She had told him the day before of the risk Nicole 
was running and that he must go home. She ex- 
pected him to be very much shocked, but his 
only reaction had been to say: 

“Is that why you came?” 

She had replied ‘no’ and no longer knew to 
what extent her answer had been dictated by 
cowardice. Perhaps she wished, as much as he 
did, to protect those three grey days in Poitiers 
and their strange sweetness: leisurely walks in 
the frozen countryside, long talks, tender em- 
braces at night, all based upon a misunderstanding 
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È TELEPHONE tomorrow,” said« Bernard, 


which made everything unreal and strangely 
honest. 

She got back to her flat at about eight o’clock 
and hesitated before enquiring from the maid 
about Jacques. She learned that he had gone away 
two days ðafter her departure, leaving a pair of 
shoes behi:at. Josge telephoned to his old address, 
but he had moved; they did not know where he 
was. The light fell on the carpet in her large 
sitting-room; distraught with fatigue, she looked 
at herself,sn the mirror. She was twenty-five 
years old had three wrinkles and a longing for 
Jacques. She had vaguely hoped to find him there 
in his duffle-coat and be able to explain to him how 
unimportant her absence had been. She tele- 
phoned to Fanny who invited her to dinner. 

Fanny had grown very thin; Alain seemed far 
away. Fanny tried desperately to make polite 
conversation which was almost unbearable to 
Josée. As soon as they had finished coffee, Alain 
got up and said he was going to bed. For a few 
moments Fanny resisted Jos¢e’s questioning look, 
and went over to arrange something on the 
mantelpiece. She was very small. 

“Alain had tog much to drink last night, you 
must excuse him.”’ 

“Really?” 
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Josée laughed. Surely that was most unlike him! 

“Don’t laugh!” said Fanny quickly. 

Fanny explained that Alain’s infatuation for 
Béatrice was ruining both their lives. Josée tried 
in vain to convince her ‘that it couldn’t last long: 
“Béatrice is an impossible person. He’ls soon give 
her up. She’s charming, but she haw no feeling 
whatever. OQOne-sided love cannot last. Has 
she .. €” She did not dare to ask ‘Has sh” 
yielded to him?’ How could anyone ‘yield’ to a 
man as polite as Alain? 

“No, of course not,” said Fanny angrily. “I 
was wrong to have mentioned it. Forgive me, ve 
just that I feel so lonely.”’ 

Josée left her at midnight. She had been afraid 
all the time that Alain would return, attracted by 
the sound of their voices. The thought of unhappi- 
ness and hopeless passion frightened her and she 
went away feeling bewildered by life’s complexity. 

At all costs she must find Jacques, even if he was 
violent and rejected her. She drove to the Latin 
Quarter. 


It was a dark rainy night in Paris. Exhausted as 
she was Josée dreaded this absurd, almost hope- 
less, hunt for Jacques. He must be somewhere in 
one of the cafés on the Boulevard Saint Michel 
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or at a friend’s flat, or perhaps with a woman. 
This district, and the cellar where they all used to 
dance, seemed unfamiliar now that it had been 
given over to tourists. Having thought of him as 
a typical rough student, which was what his 
appearante and behaviour seemed to indicate, 
she now 1alised that Jacques’ world was quite 
unknown to her. Although she tried desperately 
to remember some name or address he might have 
mentioned, none occurred to her. The whistles 
and rude.xemarks of the men in the cafés she 
entered during her search, struck her like so 
many blows. It was a long time since she had lived 
through such moments of anguish, andthe prob- 
able uselessness of her search, combined with the 
thought of Jacques’ angry face, increased her 
despair. 

In the tenth café she saw him. He had his 
back to the door and was playing mechanical 
billiards. There was no mistaking him as he bent 
over the table, his straight neck covered with 
coarse, fair hair. For a moment it seemed to her 
that his hair was too long, like Bernard’s, and she 
wondered whether this was a peculiarity of men 
who had been deserted for another. Her heart 
missed a beat, and for several minutes she stood 
there unable to move. 
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“Do you want something?” 

The proprietor of the café came to the rescue. 
Josée stepped nearer, her coat was far too elegant 
for such a place, and she instinctively turned up 
her collar. She called: ‘‘Jacques!’’ He did not turn 
round immediately, but she saw a ‘ed flush 
spreading from his neck to the side of Wis cheek. 

“Do you want to speak to me?” he asked her at 
last. «£ 

They sat down without his looking at her. He 
asked in a hoarse voice what she want&1 to drink, 
then lowered his eyes and deliberately stared at 
his short square hands. 

“You must try to understand,’’ said Josée, 
beginning her story in a listless voice because she 
realised that Poitiers, Bernard, and all she had felt 
there was unreal and useless. Once more she was 
with Jacques, this solid block of a man who was to 
decide her fate, and whom words hardly touched. 

“I don’t like being made to look a fool,” said 
Jacques. She waited for him to continue. 

“It is not that at all. . .”’ began Josée. 

He raised his eyes. He looked white with fury. 

“But it is. When you live with one man, you 
don’t go off and spend three days with another, 
that’s all. Or, if so, you tell him beforehand.”’ 

“I’ve tried to explain...” 
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“I don’t care a damn for your explanation. I’m 
not a child, J am a man. I even left my own room 
to come and live with you,” he added still more 
furiously: ‘‘And there aren’t many girls for whom 
I would have done that. How did you find me?” 

“For tHe past hour I’ve been searching every 
café,” said S6sde.e 

She closed her eyes with utter exhaustion, and 
seemed to feel their weight on her cheeks. There 
was a moment of silence, then he asked her in a 
stifled voicy.: 

“why?” 

She looked at him without understanding. 

“Why have you been searching for me for an 
hour?” 

She had closed her eyes again and leant her 
head back. An artery was beating in her throat. 
She heard herself reply: 

“I needed you,” and her eyes filled with tears. 

That night he went home with her: when he 
took her in his arms she knew once more that he 
was the only lover she wanted. She kissed his 
hand and went to sleep with her lips against his 
palm. He remained awake for some time, then 
carefully covered her shoulders with the sheet 
before turning away. 
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N RETURNING home Bernard found two 
(ia nurses at the door, Wne arriving 

and the other leaving. He felt sure there 
had bee a disaster, and he knew he was incapablé 
of dealing with it. He was frozen. The nurses told 
him that Nicole had had a miscarriage two days 
previously, and though she was now out ot danger 
Dr. Marin decided she must have a nurse in con- 
stant attendance. They stared at him, judged 
him and no doubt thought he owed them 
an explanation. Without a word he pushed 
past them and went straight into Nicole’s bed- 
room. 

Her head was turned towards him in the dim 
light cast by a low porcelain lamp, a gift from her 
mother which Bernard had never dared to say 
he thought, hideous. She was very pale and her 
face did not change when she saw him. She had 
the expression of a resigned animal, obtuse and 
dignified. 

Bernard sat down on the bed and took her hand. 
She looked at him calmly, suddenly her eyes 
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filled with tears. He carefully put his arms round 
her and she let her head sink on to his shoulder. 
“What can I aay or do?’ thought Bernard. ‘What 
a swine I am.’ He stroked her head and, getting 
his fingers entangled in her long hair, tried 
mechanicdlly to disentangle them. She was still 
feverish. ‘Imus say something,’ thought Ber- 
nard, ‘I must talk to her.’ 

“Bernard,” she said, ‘‘our child .. .”’ 

She began to cry. He could feel her shoulders 
shaking as. he held her. ‘“There, there,” he said 
trying to soothe her. And suddenly he realised 
that this was his wife, his property, she belonged 
to him, she thought only of him, and had nearly 
died. She was his only possession, and he had 
nearly lost her. He was so moved by these 
thoughts that he turned his head away. We cry 
when we are born, and what follows can only be 
an attenuation of this cry. The strange feeling 
that rose to his throat left him weakly clinging 
to the shoulders of this woman whom he no longer 
loved. His life had been nothing more than one 
long retreat from reality, mere play-acting. For a 
moment he forgot Josée, and gave himself up 
entirely to his despair. 


Later he comforted Nicole as best he could. He 
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was affectionate, spoke of their future, of his 
book, with which he said he was satisfied, and of 
the children they would soon have. She told him 
tearfully that she had wanted to call this one 
Christophe. He approved and suggested Anne; 
she laughed because everyone knows*that men 
prefer daughters. All the same, he Searched for 
some means of telephoning to Josée that evening. 
He soon found a pretext: he had run out of 
cigarettes. 

The cashier welcomed him with away “Back 
at last!” and he drank a cognac at the zinc counter 
before telephoning. He intended to tell Josée that 
he needed her, which was true, and that nothing 
would be changed. When he spoke to her of their 
love she invariably replied, ‘‘Love does not last: in 
a month or two you’ll have forgotten all about 
me.” Josée was the only person he knew who was 
conscious’of time. Others, following some in- 
herent instinct, believed that love was eternal and 
would put an end to loneliness, and he was like 
them. 

There was no answer from Josée’s flat. He 
remembered that other night when he had tele- 
phoned, and her dreadful young man had an- 
swered. He smiled with pleasure at the thought 
that Josée was probably fast asleep, her hand open, 
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palm upwards, the only indication she ever gave 
that she needed anyone. 


xk * x 


Edouard Maligrasse was pouring out tisane, 
which Béafrice had been drinking lately for health 
reasons. He Zave.her a cup and then passed one 
to Jolyet who laughingly said it tasted horrible. 
The two men then had some whisky. Béatrice pre- 
tended they were drunkards and Edouard, per- 
fectly happy, leaned back in his armchair. They 
had just*tetched Béatrice from the theatre, and 
she had asked Jolyet to come up to her flat for a 
drink. It was raining, but they were warm and 
comfortable there and Jolyet was entertaining. 

Béatrice was furious. It irritated her that 
Edouard should be serving tisane and playing the 
part of the master of the house. Besides, it was 
compromising. She forgot that Jolyet knew about 
their liaison. No one is more particular about the 
conventions than a woman who is tired of her 
lover. Béatrice even forgot that she had taught 
Edouard to perform these menial tasks. 

She began to discuss the play with Jolyet, 
obstinately refusing to allow Edouard to join in the 
conversation, in spite of Jolyet’s attempts to include 
him. At last Jolyet turned to Edouard and asked: 
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“How’s the insurance business?” 

“Very good,” said Edouard. 

He blushed. He owed a hundred thousand 
francs to his boss, which represented two months’ 
salary, and fifty thousand francs to J osée, but tried 
not to think of it, although he had wotried about 
it all day. = = 

“That would be just the job for me,” said 
Jolyet dight-heartedly. “It’s a quiet life and you 
don’t have the ey of trying to raise the money 
to produce plays.”’ 

“I can’t imagine you doing that sort or work,” 
said Béatrice, “it’s almost like going from door 
to door . . .”” She gave an insulting little laugh at 
Edouard’s expense. 

He did not move, but looked at her in amaze- 
ment. Jolyet came to the rescue: 

“On the contrary, I would be very good at 
selling insurance. All my powers of persuasion 
would be brought to bear:‘Madame, you look very 
ill, you might die at any moment, you should 
insure yourself so that your husband has a little 
nest egg when he remarries!’ ”’ 

He roared with laughter, but Edouard feebly 
protested: 

“In any case, that is not part of my work, I 
have an office, but it’s very boring,” he added, 
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afraid of having made himself seem too impor- 
tant, ‘‘actually, my job is statistics . . .”’ 

‘Will you have some more whisky, André?” 
interrupted Béatrice. 

There was a moment of silence; Jolyet made a 
desperate ‘effort: 

“No, thaffk yeu. I once saw a very good film 
called ‘Death Insurance’. Did you see it?” 

The question was addressed to Edouard, but 
Béatrice could not control herself. She wanted 
Edouard out of the way and it looked as though he 
intendéd to stay, which was natural enough since 
he had lived with Béatrice for the past three 
months. He would remain there and sleep in her 
bed and the whole thing bored her to death. She 
tried to pay him out. 

“You know Edouard comes from the pro- 
vinces.”’ 

“I saw the film in Caen,” said Edouard. 

‘‘What a marvellous place Caen must be!”’ 
scoffed Béatrice. 

Edouard got up feeling dizzy. He seemed so 
hurt that Jolyet promised himself to make 
Béatrice suffer for this one day. 

Once he was up, Edouard hesitated. He could 
not believe that Béatrice no longer cared for him, 
or even that he got on her nerves. He had never 

91 


envisaged such a possibility. It would have ruined 
his present life. He said politely: 

“Am I in the way?” 

“Not at all,’’ said Béatrice furiously. 

He sat down again, for he hoped that in the 
warmth of their bed that night, he would be able 
to question her. The best answer Would be the 
sight of her beautiful, tragic face lying next to his 
in the half-light. He loved Béatrice physically, in 
spite of her coldness, in fact this added to her 
attraction for him. He would lie for hours propped 
on one elbow watching her as she lay asleep. 

That night she was more distant than ever 
towards him. Béatrice never felt remorse, and 
this was part of her charm. He slept very badly 
and began to realise the extent of his misfortune. 

As she was not certain of Jolyet’s feelings to- 
wards her, Béatrice hesitated to get rid of Edouard. 
No one had ever loved her so desperately and so 
unreservedly, and she knew it. All the same, she 
began to see him less frequently and he often 
found himself alone in Paris. 

Paris was reduced for him to two circuits: one 
lay between his office and the theatre, and the 
other from the theatre to Béatrice’s flat. Everyone 
is familiar with these infinitely small circum- 
ferences which love creates in the heart of a great 
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city. All of a sudden Edouard felt himself lost. He 
continued to follow the same paths, but as 
Béatrice’s dressing-room was forbidden him, he 
took a seat at the theatre every evening. He paid 
little attention to the play but waited in suspense 
for Béatrice’s entrance. She was taking the part 
of a lady’s-nfaid, and appeared in the second act, 
saying to a young man who had come to fetch her 
mistress before the appointed hour: 

“You will learn, sir. For a woman, the right 
time is often the right time. After the right time 
is also’Sometimes the right time, but before the 
right time is never the right time.” 

For some reason this insignificant sentence tore 
Edouard’s heart to shreds. He waited for it after 
the three cues which he knew by heart, and he 
closed his eyes while Béatrice was speaking. 

He was reminded of the happy time when 
Béatrice did not have so many business engage- 
ments, attacks of migraine, and luncheons with 
her mother. He dared not say ‘When Béatrice 
loved me’, for however much he deluded him- 
self in other ways he had always realised that he 
was the lover and she the beloved. It gave him a 
bitter satisfaction to think that she could never 
say she no longer loved him. 

In spite of drastic economies on his mid-day 
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meal, he was soon unable to afford even a folding 
seat at the theatre. His meetings with Béatrice 
became more and more rare. He dared not say 
anything. He was afraid, and as he did not know 
how to act a part, their interviews consisted of his 
dumb and passionate questions which‘ disturbed 
Béatrice’s morale. She was busy learħing her part 
in Jolyet’s next production and hardly had time 
to notige Edouard’s face, nor, for that matter, 
Jolyet’s. At last she had a part, a real part, and the 
mirror in her room was now her greatest friend. 
It no longer reflected a tall young man witu chest- 
nut hair, but the passionate heroine of a nine- 
teenth-century drama. Edouard took to walking’ 
round Paris, covering ten or fifteen kilometres a 
day, to distract himself from his unhappiness and 
his longing for Béatrice. His emaciated face with 
its haunted look attracted women as he passed by 
and many would have been willing to console him 
had he even noticed them. He was trying to 
understand what had happened, what he had done 
to make him unworthy of Béatrice. He could not 
know that, on the contrary, he was far too good 
for her and that was unpardonable. 

One evening, when he was particularly dis- 
tressed and had not eaten for two days, he went 
to the Maligrasses’ flat. He was surprised to find 
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Alain lying on the divan reading a theatrical 
magazine instead of his usual Nouvelle Revue 
Franpaise. They exchanged glances, each equally 
surprised to find the other looking so distraught, 
and little suspecting that it was for the same 
reason. Fanny came into the room, kissed Edouard 
and expresse® her astonishment that he looked so 
ill. She herself, on the other hand, looked re- 
juvenated and cheerful. She had made wp her 
mind to take no notice of Alain’s behaviour, to 
pay frequent visits to a beauty parlour and to 
make stire that he would find the house attractive. 
She knew very well that this was the usual recipe 
In women’s magazines, but as intelligence seemed 
to have nothing to do with the situation she did 
not hesitate. Her first anger having passed, she 
only desired Alain’s happiness, or at least his 
peace of mind. 

“My dear Edouard, you seem tired. Is it over- 
work? You must take care of yourself.” 

“Pm awfully hungry,” Edouard confessed. 

Fanny laughed. 

“Come with me to the kitchen, there’s some 
ham and cheese left over.”’ 

They were going out of the room when Alain’s 
voice stopped them; it suunded quite non-com- 
mittal. 
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“Edouard, have you seen the photograph of 
Béatrice in this number of Opéra?” os 

Edouard leapt to the sofa to look over Anain’s 
shoulder. It was a photograph of Béatrice in even- 
ing dress. Young Béatrice B. rehearses the princi- 
pal rôle in Jolyet’s new play at the Athena. Fanny 
looked for a second at her huşbaħd’s back, at 
Edouard’s back, close together, strained towards 
the paper, then she turned on her heel. She 
glanced at herself in thesmall mirror in the kitchen 
and said aloud: ‘‘All this gets on my nerves.”’ 

“I’m going out,” said Alain. a 

“Are you coming home tonight?” asked Fanny 
in a low voice. 

“I don’t know.” 

He did not look at her, he never looked at her 
now. He spent his nights drinking with the girl 
from the bar at the Madeleine, ending up in her 
room, usually without touching her. She told him 
stories about her clients to which he listened 
attentively. She had a room near the St. Lazare 
Station, a street lamp shone through the shutters 
marking the ceiling with parallel bars. When 
Alain had drunk a great deal he fell asleep at 
once. He had no idea that Jolyet paid the girl to 
look after him, and he attributed her kindness to 
affection which, in fact, she soon began to feel for 
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this gentle, well-bred man. Fanny’s good humour 
ragssured him, but usually he tried not to think 
of DY 


Fanny watched indulgently while Edouard 
devoured ‘his food. 

“How loi# jg it since you had a meal?” she 
asked him. He raised his eyes to hers and their 
warmth and kindness overwhelmed him with 
gratitude. He softened a little. He had been too 
much alone, too unhappy and Fanny was too 
kind. tie hastily drank a glass of beer to loosen the 
grip which held his throat. 

“Two days.” 

“No money?” 

He nodded. Fanny was indignant. 

‘“You’re mad, Edouard. Surely you know this 
house is always open to you. Come whenever you 
like, without waiting till your last gasp. It’s 
ridiculous.”’ 

‘i am ridiculous, and I know it 
Edouard. 

The beer had gone to his head. For the first 
time he envisaged getting over his passion. There 
were other things in life: friendship, affection, and 
above all the sympathy of someone like Fanny, 
that marvellous woman whom his cousin had been 
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wise and fortunate enough to marry. They went 
into the drawing-room. Fanny picked up her kpjt- 
ting to which she had taken for the past ménth. 
Knitting is a great resource for unhappy wives. 
Edouard sat at her feet. They lit a fire and both oF 
them felt better. 

“Tell me what is wrong,” said Fafmny. She was 
sure he would talk of Béatrice and she began to 
feel a certain curiosity about her. Fanny had 
always thought her beautiful, vivacious and 
rather stupid. Perhaps Edouard would explain the 
secret of her charm. She still thought that*it was 
not Béatrice herself whom Alain was pursuing, 
but an idea. 

“You know that we... that is Béatrice and 
I. a8 

Edouard was getting confused. Her understand- 
ing smile made him blush and at the same time a 
desperate ‘feeling of loss swept over him. Every- 
one had taken for granted that he was happy as 
Béatrice’s lover. Now it was all over. In a broken 
voice he began his story, but the more he tried to 
explain the cause of his misery, the more wretched 
he became, and he finished up sobbing with his 
head on Fanny’s knee. She stroked his hair saying 
“Poor darling”? over and over again in a com- 
forting voice. She was disappointed when he 
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raised his head, for she liked the soft feel of his 


hak 

ere me,’’ said Edouard, embarrassed. 
“I’ve been alone so long.” 

“I know what it is like,” said Fanny without 
thinking. 

“Alain .. :?”? began Edouard. 

He stopped, suddenly remembering Alain’s 
strange behaviour earlier that evening and his dis- 
appearance. Fanny believed he knew all about 
it, and spoke openly of her husband’s folly. The 
look of’ stupefaction on his face made her realise 
that Edouard knew nothing. Alain would have 
found his astonishment most offensive, for the 
thought that his cousin could love and desire 
Béatrice horrified Edouard. He became aware of 
Fanny’s sadness and took her hand. By now he 
was sitting on the sofa with her, worn out with 
misery, and he suddenly crumpled up sideways 
with his head on her shoulder. She put down her 
knitting. He fell into a light sleep. Fanny switched 
off the light so that he should sleep better. She did 
not move and hardly dared to breathe. Edouard’s 
breath fanned her neck: she found his nearness 
perturbing but tried not to think about it. 

After an hour Edouard woke up. He found him- 
self in the dark, resting on a woman’s shoulder. 
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His first gesture was instinctive. Fanny held him 
very close. Others followed. At dawn he opgfed 
his eyes in a strange bed and saw a thixhand 
covered with rings lying on the sheet beside him. 
He averted his eyes, got up and fled. F anny 
pretended to be asleep. 


mR x xk 


Josée telephoned to Bernard the next day. She 
said she must talk to him. He realised immedi- 
ately what it meant—he had always understood. 
He loved Josée and needed her, but she id not 
love him. Therein lay the core of his weakness 
and suffering, and it would take him a long time’ 
to conquer it. The three days in Poitiers would be 
his only gift from fate that year, the only occasion 
when happiness might have made a man of him, 
for misfortune teaches nothing and resignation is 
ugly. 

It was pouring with rain and everyone said that 
it was not like spring. Bernard went for his last 
meeting With Josée on foot and found her waiting 
for him. Then everything happened as he had 
expected, like a scene always known to him. 

They sat on a bench in the rain, which never 
ceased. They were dead tired. She told him she 
did not love him and he replied that it did not 
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matter, and the poverty of their words brought 
ait to their eyes. It was one of those benches in 
the ‘Ruileries Gardens overlooking the Place de 
la Concorde with its endless traffic. The lights of 
the city glowed mercilessly like memories of 
childhood. They held hands and Fis face, wet with 
tears, touchd Josée’s, wet with rain. They ex- 
changed passionate lovers’ kisses; they were both 
ill-fated people, but they did not care. They were 
fond of each other. The damp cigarette that Ber- 
nard tried unsuccessfully to light was symbolic of 
their iives, for they would never know real hap- 
piness and were aware of it, but they also felt that 
it was not at all important. 
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A week after his evening with Fanny, Edouard 
received a summons from his tailor. He had spent 
his last money on flowers for her, and, although 
he did not know it, she had been almost moved to 
tears when they arrived. The only person to 
whom Edouard could turn was Josée, although he 
had borrowed from her before. However, he went 
to see her one Saturday morning. She was not at 
home, instead he found Jacques deep in his 
medical books. Jacques told him that Josée would 
be in for lunch and went back to his room to work. 
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Edouard paced up and down the drawing- 
room, in despair at having to wait. His courpge 
evaporated, and he began to think up some mel 
for his visit. Jacques soon returned, gave him a 
vague glance, then sat down and offered him a 
cigarette. The silence grew unbearable. 

“You don’t look very happy,” he‘temarked. 

Edouard nodded his head, and Jacques looked 
at him with sympathy. 

“It’s not my business, but I’ve seldom seen any- 
one appear so worried.”’ 

He almost gave a whistle of admiration. 
Edouard smiled at him. He found himself liking 
Jacques, who was very different from the young ` 
men he had met in the world of the theatre, and 
different also from Jolyet. Edouard began to feel 
himself a man again. 

“Women!” he said briefly. 

“Poor chap!” said Jacques. 

There was a long silence filled with memories, 
then Jacques coughed: 

“Is it Josée?” 

Edouard shook his head. He felt he wanted to 
impress Jacques. 

“No, an actress.”’ 

“I don’t know any, but they can’t be easy to 
deal with.” 
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“They are not!” said Edouard. 

Cll go and find something to drink,” said 
J acq 

He got up, gave Edouard a rough but friendly 
slap on the shoulder as he passed, and returned 
with a bottle of Bordeaux. By the time Josée arrived 
they both looh€d.very contented, were on terms of 
familiarity, and talking lightly about women. 

“Good morning, Edouard, you don’t loo at all 
well.” 

She liked him and found his helplessness rather 
touching. 

“How is Béatrice?” 

* Jacques made a sign to her which Edouard 
intercepted; they all looked at one another, and 
Josée burst out laughing. 

“I suppose things aren’t going well. Why don’t 
you have lunch with us?” 

They spent the afternoon together in the woods 
discussing Béatrice. Edouard and Josée walked 
arm-in-arm up and down the avenues, while 
Jacques explored the undergrowth, threw pine 
cones and returned from time to time to say that 
what Béatrice needed was a good beating. Josée 
laughed and Edouard felt somewhat comforted. 
He ended by admitting that he was short of money 
and she told him not to worry. 
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‘What I need most I think are friends,” said 


Edouard, blushing. 
Jacques, who joined them just then, soit thet 


as far as he was concerned, the friendship was 
sealed. Josée agreed. From now on they would 
spend their evenings together. They felt friendly, 
young and fairly happy. g > 

Although being with them every day was a 
great eomfort to Edouard, in a way it made him 
more miserable. After hearing the story of his 
relationship with Béatrice, they diagnosed that all 
was lost for him. But he was not so sure. He some- 
times saw her between rehearsals, and according 
to her mood, she either kissed him tenderly and 
called him ‘my love’, or did not look at him at all 
and seemed irritated. 

One day he made up his mind to find out where 
he stood with Béatrice. He met her in a café oppo- 
site the theatre. She was more beautiful than ever 
because she looked pale and tired, which gave her 
that tragic and noble expression he loved so much. 
She was in one of her absent-minded moods. He 
would have preferred to find her more affection- 
ate, so that he would have a chance of hearing her 
say: ‘But of course I love you.’ Nevertheless he 
made up his mind to speak to her: 

“How is the play going?” 
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“I shall have to rehearse all the summer,” she 
sail. 

Shewas in a hurry to go. Jolyet was coming to 
see the rehearsal. She still did not know if he 
loved her or whether he looked upon her as just 
another actress. 

“I must as® you something,” said Edouard. 

He bent his head and she saw the roots of his 
fine hair that she had once liked to stroke. She was 
now completely indifferent to him. 

“I love you,” he said, averting his eyes. “I am 
afraid you don’t love me, or rather, that you no 
longer love me.” He longed passionately to have 
this doubt removed. Was it possible, after those 
nights, her sighs, her laughter... She did not 
answer but gazed at a point above his head. 

“Answer me,” he said at last. He could not bear 
it. If only she would speak! He clenched his hands 
under the table. She seemed to come out of a 
dream. She was thinking: ‘What a bore this 1s!’ 

“My dear Edouard, you must realise that I don’t 
love you any more, although I’m still very fond 
of you. But I did love you very much.” 

She noted the importance of the words ‘very 
much’ in describing her feelings. Edouard raised 
his head. 

“I don’t believe you,” he said sadly. 
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They looked into each other’s eyes. This was 
something they had very rarely done. She had a 
longing to say: ‘I have never loved yope—and 
what about it? Why should I have loved you? Why 
must one love anybody? Do you think I have 
nothing better to do? She thought of the stage 
at the theatre, sometimes blindjnfly lit by the 
footlights, sometimes impenetrably dark, and a 
wave of happiness swept over her. 

“Well, even if you don’t believe me,” she con- 
tinued, “Pll always be your friend, whatever 
happens. You are a delightful person, Edouard.”’ 

He interrupted in a low voice: 

“But those nights . . .?”’ 

“What do you mean, ‘those nights’? You...” 
She stopped. He had already gone. 

He wandered about the streets like a madman, 
calling her name, and he felt like knocking his 
head against a wall. He hated her, he loved her. 
The memory of their first night together made 
him almost lose his equilibrium. He walked for a 
long time, then went to Josée’s flat. She forced 
him to sit down and without a word gave him a 
strong drink. Edouard went to sleep at once. By 
the time he woke up Jacques had returned. They 
all three went out, and later that night returned 
to the flat, drunk, where they made up a bed 
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for Edouard in the spare room. He stayed with 
thêm until the summer. 

In Jepe he still loved Béatrice, and, like Alain, 
turned first to the theatre page when he opened 
a newspaper. Summer had descended very sud- 
dently on Paris. To those who had teen following 
the subterrané’ary course of their own passions or 
inclinations, the hot June sunshine arrived as a 
shock. It was time to go away, make a braak, or 
to add some meaning to the past winter. Everyone 
hoped to recapture the pleasures of liberty or 
solitude that come with the thought of holidays, 
and wondered how, or with whom they would be 
spent. Only Béatrice, who was busy rehearsing, 
was saved from facing the problem. Alain Mali- 
grasse was drinking heavily and Beatrice was now 
only the pretext for his folly. He had got into the 
habit of saying: “I have a job I like, a charming 
wife and an agreeable life. So what is wrong?” 
Nobody seemed able to answer his question. 
Jolyet had merely remarked that he had taken a 
long time to find this formula, but that of course 
it was never too late to take to drink. 

Now that Alain had drifted into this form of 
disorder, he tried to remedy it by the sort of treat- 
ment usually resorted to by much younger men— 
women and alcohol. The trouble with violent, 
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precocious passions, like literature, is that they end 
by involving one in a lesser kind of evil, whict is 
even more insidious, because it comes late in life. 
Alain gave himself up to this existence, thinking 
he had found in it a way to peace and comfort. His 
life resolved itself into a series of frantic nights 
with Jacqueline who now went «o‘far as to make 
jealous scenes, which delighted him, and of days 
spent ån a state of semi-coma. 

“I am like Baudelaire’s Stranger,” he told Ber- 
nard, “I gaze at the clouds, the marvellous 
clouds.”’ 

Bernard might have understood that Alain 
cared for Jacqueline, but not that he liked that 
kind of life. Besides, he felt slightly envious. He, 
too, would have liked to drink so as to forget 
Josée. But he knew very well that he could not 
escape from himself. One afternoon he had to go 
and see Fanny and was surprised to find that she 
had become thinner and was very much on the 
defensive. Naturally they spoke of Alain, since 
his addiction to drink was no longer a secret. Ber- 
nard had taken over his work at the office and so 
far Alain had not been asked to leave. 

“Can I do anything to help?” asked Bernard. 

“Nothing at all,” answered Fanny calmly. 
‘There was a side of him that I knew nothing 
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about, and which was probably unknown to him 
as*well. Fancy two people living together for 
twenty. years and knowing so little of each 
other . .'. ”? She made a sad little grimace which 
touched Bernard. He took her hand and was sur- 
prised how quickly she withdrew it, and how 
vividly she bltfshed. 

“Alain is passing through a crisis,” he said, “‘it 
is nothing very serious.” ° 

“It was all on account of Béatrice. She made 
him feel that his life was empty . . . yes, I realise 
it very well. I’m an understanding wife, you 
see...’ she said wearily. 

Bernard thought of Alain’s enthusiastic de- 
scription of his new life, the significance he at- 
tached to the sordid scenes that took place in the 
bar near the Madeleine. 

Bernard kissed Fanny’s hand and left. On the 
stairs he met Edouard who was evidently on his . 
way to see Fanny. Edouard and she never referred 
to their night together. She had merely thanked 
him quite naturally for the flowers. He sat at her 
feet. Looking through the french window at the 
glorious June sunset, they talked vaguely and 
sadly about life and about the countryside, which 
increased Fanny’s recent foreboding of impending 
disaster. Edouard was soothed by a diffused 
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sadness and an embarrassment which was strong 
enough to bring him back to her every three days, 
to make sure that he had not made her unhappy. 
He would return with relief, and almost a feeling 
of gaiety, to Josdée’s flat to find Jacques there, 
madly anxious about the examination he had just 
taken, and Josée looking over the rap of Sweden 
where they were all three going for their holiday 
at the.end of June. 


They all went away as arranged. The Mali- 
grasses were invited to spend a month with friends 
in the country. Alain drank all the time. Bernard 
was the only one to remain in Paris. He worked: 
at his novel while Nicole stayed with her parents. 
As for Béatrice, she interrupted her rehearsals to 
join her mother on the Riviera where she made 
several, conquests. 

Bernard’s footsteps echoed on the empty pave- 
ments of Paris. There was the seat on which he 
had kissed Josée for the last time, there was the 
bar where he had telephoned to her on that awful 
night when she was not alone; here he had stood, 
bathed in happiness on the evening of their 
return from Poitiers, when he still thought he had 
something to cling to. 

His office looked dusty in the sunshine. He read 
110 


a great deal and there were now strangely calm 
moments in the midst of his obsession. Often a 
view of Poitiers in the rain veiled the reality of 
Paris ir? the sun. He walked towards the golden 
bridges with his regrets and the memories of his 
regrets. In September the others returned. He 
caught sight sf Josée at the wheel of her car and 
she pulled up alongside the pavement to speak to 
him. He leaned through the car window, looking 
at her thin sunburnt face under the thick black 
hair, and thought that he would never get 
over it. 

“The trip went off very well. Sweden was 
beautiful. Edouard drove the car into a ditch, but 
it was not serious because Jacques. . .”’ 

He could not restrain an angry gesture: 

“Excuse my being rather rude, but I think 
quiet, simple happiness suits you very badly.”’ 

She did not reply, but smiled sadly. 

“Forgive me,” he said, ‘‘I’m not in a position to 
talk of quiet happiness; besides, I have not for- 
gotten that I owe you the only happiness I have 
had this year.”’ 

She placed her hand on his. They both noticed, 
without saying anything, that their hands were 
the same shape. She left and he went home. His 
sadness made him kind and gentle towards Nicole 
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and she was happy in consequence. It was always 
like that. 


H K x% 


“Béatrice, itis yourcue.” Béatrice emerged from 
the dark wings on to the brilliantly lit’ stage and 
held out her arms. 

‘It’s not surprising that she is so empty,’ 
thought Jolyet, ‘she has all that space, all that 
silence to fill every day, one cannot ask more of her.’ 

“I say, she’s magnificent!”’ 

The journalist beside him had his eyes fixed on 
Béatrice. They were in the last days of rehearsal 
and Jolyet already knew that Béatrice was going 
to be the sensation of the year and perhaps also a 
great actress. 

“Can you give me a few details about her?” 

“She’ll provide them herself, my dear fellow, 
I’m only the producer here.” 

The journalist smiled. The whole of Paris knew 
of their liaison because Jolyet took Beatrice about 
everywheré. However, he was waiting for the 
dress rehearsal before ‘legalising’ their relation- 
ship, much to Béatrice’s annoyance. She thought 
it was healthier to have a lover. If Jolyet had not 
already compromised her she would have hated 
him. 
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“How did you first meet her?” 

« “She will tell you, she’s a very good talker.” 

Béatrice was wonderful with the Press. She 
answered questions with a mixture of amiability 
and aloofness, which struck exactly the right note 
for an actress. Luckily she was nct yet known, had 
never been în films and there was no scandal 
associated with her name. 

She came towards them smiling. Jolyet intro- 
duced her to the journalist. 

“T’ll leave you two together, Béatrice. I'll wait 
for you downstairs in the bar.” 

As Jolyet left, Béatrice followed him with her 
eyes in a long look aimed at revealing to the 
reporter what he already knew. Then she turned 
to him. Half an hour later she joined Jolyet 
who was drinking a gin fizz, clapped her hands 
in approval of his choice and ordered one for 
herself, which she drank through a straw, 
raising her big dark eyes to him from time to 
time. 

Jolyet was touched. He found her very sweet 
with her little tricks and her great ambitions. He 
thought how strange was this determination to 
succeed in the great circus of life. He felt conscious 
of his own cynical outlook. 

“How vain all our little efforts seem, dear 
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Béatrice . . .”” He began a long speech. One of his 
favourite diversions was to explain something to 
her at great length. She would listen attentively 
and then sum it all up in one wonderfully’ simple 
sentence in order to show him she had under- 
stood. ‘After all,’ he thought, ‘if she can put it so 
neatly, it means that I should hay® been able to 
do so myself,’ and as always when his own medi- 
ocrity vyas brought home to him, he felt a fierce 
sort of pleasure. 

“How true it is,? she answered at last, ‘‘we 
don’t amount to much. Fortunately we are often 
unaware of it, or we would not attempt anything 
at all.” 

“That’s right,” said Jolyet delightedly. ‘‘Béa- 
trice, you are perfect!”’ 

He kissed her hand. She made up her mind to 
put his intentions to the test. Did he want her, or 
was he a homosexual? She did not know of any 
other alternative for a man. 

“André, do you realise that there are all sorts 
of rumours about you? I’m telling you this as a 
friend.” 

“Rumours about what?” 

“About,” she lowered her voice, ‘‘about your 
morals.” 

He burst out laughing. 
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“And you believe them? My dear Béatrice, how 
can I convince you?” 

She knew he was making fun of her. They 
stared at each other, and he raised his hand as if 
warding off an attack: 

'“You are very beautiful and very desirable. I 
hope you wilf soon allow me to prove it to you.” 

With a regal gesture she held out her hand and 
he placed his smiling lips upon it. Decidedly he 
adored his profession. 
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last. In her dressing-room. “Béatrice was 

looking into the mirror at the stranger in a 
brocade, dress who was going to decide her fate. 
The dull murmur of voices from the auditorium 
reached her ears, but she felt quite unmoved. The 
expected stage-fright had not materialised, al- 
though she knew that all good actors experienced 
it. As she stood contemplating herself she 
mechanically repeated her first lines: 

“Is he here again? Surely it is sufficient that I 
have obtained his pardon?” 

Nothing happened; but her hands felt damp 
and she had the feeling that the whole situation 
was absurd. At last she had reached the moment 
for which she had struggled so long and had 
thought so much about. She must succeed. She 
pulled herself together and pinned back a lock of 
hair. 

‘You look wonderful!”’ 

Jolyet in a dinner-jacket stood smiling at her in 
the doorway. He came nearer: 
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T» NIGHT of the dress rehearsal arrived at 


“What a pity we have a duty to perform here. I 
vould have taken you dancing.” 

‘A duty! Through the open door she could hear 
the hu of voices and suddenly realised ‘they’ 
were waityg for her, would be talking about her, 
and she would be the focus of all those eyes. She 
was frighten€d, and taking Jolyet’s hand, she 
squeezed it. He was her accomplice, but he was 
about to abandon her. For a moment she hated 
him. 

“We must go down,” he said. 

He had planned the first scene so that as the 
curtain rose she would have her back to the 
audience. She was to lean on the piano and only 
turn round after the actor with her had spoken his 
second sentence. Jolyet had reasons for this: he 
would be in the wings where he could watch the 
expression of her face as the curtain rose behind 
her. This interested him more than the success of 
the play. What would Béatrice’s instinct prompt 
her to do? He placed her at the piano and took 
up his position. The usual three knocks were 
heard, the curtain rose. She stared fixedly at a 
pleat in the drapery covering the foot of the piano. 
Now ‘they’ could see her. She put out her hand, 
smoothed a pleat. Then it seemed to her that 
semmeone, not herself, turned round: 

117 


“Is he here again? Surely it is sufficient that I 
have obtained his pardon?” 

It was over. She went through the scene for- 
getting that the actor coming towards hér was a 
deadly enemy because his rôle was as amportant 
as hers and also that he was a homosexual. She 
was going to charm him, to fall in J&ve with him, 
his was the face of love. She was no longer aware 
of the ,dark, breathing mass of people in the 
theatre. At last she was really alive. 

Jolyet had seen the incident of the drapery. He 
had a sudden premonition that one day Béatrice 
would make him suffer. During the applause at 
the end of the first act she went over to him, 
unmoved and on the defensive. He could not help 
smiling. 


It was a triumph. Josée was enchanted, she had 
always felt an amused sympathy for Béatrice. 
Edouard was sitting on her right and she gave him 
a questioning look. He did not seem particularly 
impressed. ` 

“It’s not bad,” said Jacques, ‘‘but I definitely 
prefer the cinema.”’ 

Josée smiled at him. He took her hand, and al- 
though she detested demonstrations in public, she 
did not withdraw it. They had not seen asak 
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other for a fortnight because she had been to visit 
hèr parents in Morocco. That afternoon they had 
met, after Jacques’ lectures, at a friend’s house. 
It was yery mild and from the open french 
window where Josée was sitting she saw Jacques 
throw down his coat in the hall before hurrying 
into the roof, She did not move but felt an 
irrepressible smile on her lips. He stood still a 
moment when he saw her, with the same almost 
painful smile on his face. She knew, in spite of his 
being clumsy, headstrong and rather stupid, that 
she loved him. While he gave her a quick em- 
brace, because there were others in the room, she 
- had run her fingers through his red hair with 
no other thought than: ‘I love him and he loves 
me, it’s unbelievable!’ Since that moment she had 
hardly dared to breathe. 

“Alain seems on the point of going to sleep,” 
said Edouard. 

Maligrasse, who had not seen Béatrice for three 
‘months, had arrived at the theatre in a fever of 
anxiety, but now he felt stone cold. The beautiful 
stranger who was giving such a splendid per- 
formance on the stage had nothing to do with 
him any more. His one idea was to get to the bar 
as soon as the curtain fell. He longed for a drink. 
Rexyard had been sensible enough to take him out 
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for a whisky in the first interval, but during the 
second one he had not dared to move. Fanny had 
made no comment, but he could guess what she 
was thinking. Now the lights were being dimmed 
once more. He breathed a sigh of relief, 


L * aK 


It was wonderful. Everyone hau wiu uer so. 
She knew it herself. But this knowledge was of no 
use to her. Tomorrow perhaps she would wake up 
with those words on her lips, and know for 
certain that she was indeed Béatrice B. the suc- 
cess of the year. But what of tonight? She glanced 
at Jolyet who was taking her home. He drove 
slowly and seemed to be thinking. 

“How does it feel to be a success?” 

She did not reply. Success was the number of 
curious glances cast in her direction during the 
dinner which followed the dress rehearsal, the 
number of exaggerated compliments from people 
she knew, the number of questions asked. Success 
was like a ‘victory, something had been won, and 
she was surprised that the effects should so soon 
have vanished. 

“May I come up?” 

Jolyet opened the door for her. She was dead 
tired, but did not dare to refuse. All this was prob- 
120 


‘ably quite logical, but she could not grasp the 
Yennection between the driving force of ambition 
which had left her no peace since her earliest 
childhood and the evening which had crowned it. 

From hgr bed she watched Jolyet, in shirt- 
sleeves, walking up and down the room. He was 
discussing the®play. It was typical of him to be- 
come interested in the subject of a play after 
having chosen it, produced it, and listened to re- 
hearsals for three months. 

“I’m extremely thirsty,” he said at last. 

She pointed to the kitchen and as he went out 
of the room, observed his narrow shoulders and his 
- rather too vivacious manner. For a moment she 
thought with regret of Edouard’s long, sinewy 
body. She would have liked him to be there, or 
for that matter anyone else, provided he were 
young and they could go into raptures together 
over the performance or else joke abovt it. 
Someone who would put some life into it all. But 
there was only Jolyet with his ironical comments, 
and she must spend the night with him. Her eyes 
filled with tears; she suddenly felt defenceless and 
very young. Tears ran down her face while she 
tried to tell herself that all this was wonderful. 
Jolyet came back. Fortunately Béatrice knew how 
tery without spoiling her looks. 
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In the middle of the night she woke up and at 
once thought of the dress rehearsal, but tfe 
memory of her success was not bound up with it. 
She thought of the three minutes after the 
curtain had gone up, and of how she had turned 
round, overcoming some tremendous obstacle by 
this simple movement of her boq. Those three 
minutes would be hers every evening from now 
on, and she already felt in a confused way that 
they would be the only reality in her life; this was 
to be her fate. Then she went peacefully off to 
sleep again. 
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11 


gave or®,of their usual ‘evenings’, the first 

since the spring. Bernard and Nicole, 
Béatrice, modestly triumphant, Edouard, Jacques 
and Josée were all there. It was a very gay 
evening. Alain was a little unsteady, but no one 
took any notice. 

At one moment Bernard found himself leaning 
against the wall beside Josée where they could 
watch the others. Just as he was about to ask her 
a question, she pointed with her chin to Fanny’s 
protégé, the young musician who was just sitting 
down to play the piano. 

~~ “I know that music,’ 
very beautiful.’’ 

‘It’s the same thing he played last year. Do you 
remember, we were all here and he played that 
same piece? I suppose he has had no new ideas; 
the same applies to us, by the way.”’ 

She did not answer, but looked at Jacques, who 
was at the other side of the room. 

satgrnard followed her eyes. 


Te FOLLOWING Monday the Maligrasses 


’ whispered Josée, “‘it is 
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Brie ‘day you won't love him any more,” he. 
said 3 in, a low. voice, “and one day, no doubt, {! 


shal no longer love you. And once again we shall 
ph one ‘exid everything. will. be oe same. And 
ler year will have gone by . ..” ` 
uy. know,” she said. 
- In the half-light she took his hazid and pressed 
it, out turning her eyes towards him. 


` “Josge,” he said, “what have we been doing all 
this time? What is the meaning of it all?” 

“We must not begin to think in that way,” she 
said tenderly, “‘it will make us mad.” 
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